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POEMS. 



ADDREBSBD TO TBB CBITia 

CriticB of Ktt, ooTmoiBBeuTB of &ir Fame, 
Who on her bulwarks stand, to ^ard the way 
Unto the oonrts wherein her feyored dwell, 
Where they have gained admittance by the pass 
" Trae merit," which alone can bring them there ; 
Thine is the power Uie unworthy to debar. 
To tell them that they are unfit to come 
To seek a standing neai* her honored throne. 
Away in sorrow the beseigers turn, 
Foiled in their effort, to more hnmble scenes, 
Wi^ showers of oensnre pouring roimd them bat. 
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And shame in voUey b flyj&g on to them. 
These are thj miBsUes, and they lose no mark, 
Bnt bear sore torture to the Tanqolahed wretch, 
Until oblivion hides him from their power. 
Stay they to barter, then the taslc ie rain ; 
'Tifl bnt a weary while they can withstand 
The many darts sent with a fatal aim. 

I make me bold to speak a word with thee, 
Thoagh better far my tongne had held its peace. 
And though my mission be a barren task, 
And woe betide me in the course I take. 
If ye my motive deem it good to sak, 
In form of motto, I will give it thus : 
" He who doth not to battle venture forth 
So trophy takes, as they who go to win." 
It is not meet that I sfaoold dare to jndge 
If Uerit tend me in the mission here ; 
Bnt I will trust that Honor may attend, 
And that ye will a fair decision give. 
I nrge no claim to learning high and great, 
Ifor kinship to the noble in descent, 
Nor hold a name to offer of renown ; 
Bnt from the ranks of secret come, unknown. 
And trust in time of fortune to advance. 
Then to behold thee in a happy mood. 
For men have moods which to their acts imply 



bvGooglc 



Prelude. 7 

An impnlBe, irhioh doth cliange the Bcenes in view 
From cheerfiil unto gloomy, or reTerse ; 
And critics, donbtless, are as other men, 
Prooe to the chimgeB which incite the throng. 



Time honored Seers, of every age bestowed 
The reverence of man ; whose is the power 
To scan tiie fiitnre, and draw back the veil, 
That people of the present may behold 
The soenes and &to8 which lie secluded there ; 
To tell stnnge stories of the time to come, 
The kind of life which is awaiting some ; 
Whereat the heart doth ehndder to behold 
What it shall be, of revel mirth propelled, 
Or bound in joys licentiooa and wild, 
Inocnlate with sin of blackest hue, 
Verging on crime — yea, crime in hideoos form, 
To crown the min of this hapless one. 

If any of this Qod-like race remain, 
Who pry the fntnre with snch wondrons skill, 
Pass on the pages of this book a glance, 
And tell if ye can see npon the time to come, 
Anght which is worthy in the art of rhyme ; 
If from this mgged riplet ye can glean 



bvGoogIc 



A flower or two which bear poetio worth ; 

And if je see the Btream go g^liding on 

In pleasBBt wajrs, through the far distance, spread 

On fertile banks, tiU it at length attain 

A fair and andiatorb^d flow, and giva 

A beantf to the scenes which ronnd it lie, 

Or if it ripple for a weaiy while. 

And die at lengtii into a ouirshf waste. 

Give choice to aay the former ; for the Toice 

Of him who doth a tiding good convey 

Is sweet«r tat than his which speaketh ill. 



Ye sages, wise and good, or, if not good, 
Thongb wise, the more thj Iobs, attend and hear 
Awhile, though bat a pensirc ew ye lend, 
If ye will deign to hearken as I speak. 
U ore wont are ye to hear the well-tnned voice 
Of classic writer flow in brilliant thought. 
Poured &om a noble mind, and deep and clear, 
learned of the liberty I take, resolved, 
I come thy favor to seduce, and crave 
That ye will hearken with a patient heed 
Until my story hath been fully told. 
Spam not a man because his years are few, 
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Prehtde. 

Or that he aeema & novice at the first ; 

But lend a fair and an impartial heed. 

Till he can prove if aagbt which he can bring, 

Is fit to harbonr for the worth it holds. 

The fame of all the great, first as a bad appears, 

And daily spreads till gay perfections shine ; 

So mnat it ever be to those who rise ; 

And thus I claim, indulgence at thy hand. 

Baised with fair hope, I leave thee to the taek, 

And trust that of a judgment wise and good 

Te will declare a fiur decision, such 

As Jostiae (ever just) wonld deem it r^ht 

To give to one confiding for the tmth. 

I hold no pnrpoee dark, but proudly tell 

I long to beat the barrier down which stays 

The narrow path nnto the hill of Fame, 

And win a way nnto the InstroDS heights, 

When, looking hence, behold the seat of toil. 

And they who labor, strivii^ to ascend ; 

And now in sweet reflection view once more 

The days of old, when the like toil was mine. 

TO THE PEOPLE, 

All ye who form, each in thy mite, the vast 
And coontlesB diaos of humanity, 
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Prelude. 

Kamed, as of use, " The Pablio," I diapnte 

No t«*m as base or just, bst join thereto 

An atom with the motley crowd, resigned, 

Of kings, and lords, and people, all aa one. 

Who hold no claim as critio, seer, or sage, 

And spom the name of Sloth as loathsome to 

The ear ; who dwell within the pale, and breathe 

The air of this delirious age, when pomps 

And fashions r^e throoghont the land, and half 

Of aU the people know not why they lire, 

Bnt live to feast on sensnal delights. 

And deck the body with insipid show ; 

When they who are not would be great and high ; 

And, if their fortnne doth not bear them on 

With the incessant speed they seek, then &aud 

Is called to aid, until the babble bursts. 

Because the pressure is beyond the means ; 

And they are oast, in anguish and despair. 

Unto the depths of ruin, there to lie 

With jeers of many pottriug on to them. 

Unto the speech Uiese times give slippery words, 

And to the tongue alike a flattering robe ; 

That &lsehood seems like unto sacred truth. 

And enmities the bonds of friendship seem. 

rife Perfidity ! Tanitj ! 

O Pride ! Qreat are thy ravages among 
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Prelude. 11 

This simple race, who for & laore strive. 

And pomp, and gain, with on onqnench&d thirst ; 

Whose hand is aTarioioos, and who hold 

No check npon it ; bat, to swell their store 

In overflowing bamB, do from the poor 

Extort imjiiat and utmost nsnry, 

Nor scrapie hare to snatch the morsel from 

The widow's month, or leave the orphan bare. 

When kings and mlers do for glory pant. 

Till thooBauds of their fellow mortals &11, 

In dead or woonded, at a single blow 

Laid prostrate, thus to feed their evil Inst, 

Their satiate thirst which can no limit know. 

Or it may be for one's offended prJdei 

Or some imagined insult to avenge 

With the ontponring of a people's blood. 

Oh ! it doth seem an awfnl thing indeed 

That the wild demon shonid so r^^ in man. 

And tliat die learning of the present age 

Shonid not advance his wisdom more than now ; 

Bat that, with vengeance rising from his path, 

He should in heedless haste go driving on 

To Oie dark pits of torture caU4d " Hell." 

Arise, je slothful people ! ye who live 
In the BoA ways of luxury and ease ; 
Awake and at in mooted ease no more, 
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Pnbtie. 

But count tlie atem realitieB of life. 
Te who in drowsjr alnmber have dealroyed. 
Hare slept all these fair golden bonra away, 
Wbose footprinte are inscribed npou thy brow. 
Think of the marks of ain against thy name, 
And say if no reproach doth stbg thy sonl. 
For why was man created ? 1 may deem 
It were for nobler purpose than to waste — 
To sin and loll in idleness sway — 
The only life which he shall ever live, 
Save in the long and last eternity. 
Cast idle sloth and sinfnlness away, 
AU ye who are the people ; and, methinks, 
When that is done, I see a nobler race 
Begin to crown the land with joy and love, 
And tranqnil, sweet, and fair prosperity. 
Power is supreme, and power in onitf 
Is thine, renown to give or keep, if ye 
Are of the few who walk in ways upright, 
(For it is joy to think there yet are some 
Who to their ways do give an earnest heed), 
Or witii the crowd, who heed not how. they go, 
Bat walk in blindness and in cormpt ways 
Unto a death which they will long to shun. 
Thongh foolish ye may deem me thos to come, 
And reason say this were a donbUiil way 
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Prelude. V. 

To Beek abroad for favor, ;et it is 

Thy goodly favor which I come to ask ; 

And I am bnt a novica, yet will hope 

Te will not that withhold which seemeth joat 

To give. Fair maidens, more than all, 'tis thine 

Approval which I long the most to gain. 

Ambition bids me rise, aspiring, bids 

Ue seek from thee a word of &vor, kind ; 

For ye are more oompasBionate than man. 

And give yoar judgments ia a softer way. 

If ye, and if the pnblic, see it fit 

To render me a judgment good, tiien will 

My joy be fitll, and I shall strive anew ; 

But, if ye give opposing judgment, then 

I yield my pen to better hands, and seek 

No more to speak, and from the quest of &ine 

Retnm to calm seclnsivenesB again. 
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Jiiig ginrara. 
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INTRODUCTION. 

In the following Poem, the pnrpoee of the Anthor 
shall be to shew that man ii bom to vicisntudee, uid 
to censure the lewdnesB and frivolities to which he 
etoopo. 

To pe[soiiat« characters, time is represented by ' 
King Ninuem; birth, life, and d«ath respectively bf 
Kalim, Weemus, and Sero; while mankind is reprC' 
Rented by NiniKis's subjects, and the world by his 
kingdom, heaven by " The Land of Bliss," and bell by 
"The Pit of Terrors," 
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Honor from the many natioiu, 
Honor &om tlie Bcattered people, 
Honor much had King NinuEHA. 
King Nimeera on his throne Bat 
In hia ancient power and greatnesB, 
In bis modem pomp and splendor, 
With adommente foil about him. 
With mnflioiaoB erer by him, 
Witih advisers sitting ronnd him, 
Till he needed of their wisdom ; 
They were oonnted by the thousands. 
By the hnndreds and the thousands. 
Sage-like was this King Ninuera ; 
Furrowed was his brow with seasons ; 
Hoary were bis kwks and nlvery, 
Ban the sportire breezes tbrougb tbent, 
Tossed them up in endless frolic. 
Mutely Bat the aged monaroh 
Mid the muiy lights and shadows, 
Mid the many scenes and changes 
Wbioh £)r ever came around him, 
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King Ninnera. 

CastiDg coraire glances on them, 
SmOing now at aome adroitness, 
Frowning then at deeds of fblly ; 
And a mjstio manner had he, 
Deep, and hidden, and mysterionB, 
That the people oonld not fatliom 
What he purposed for the fiitnre ; 
Tet he loved this people fondly. 
And they^ fondly loved their monarch. 
In their sorrow he beheld them. 
And wonld comfort sometimes offer. 
As, in joj and mirth elated. 
He wonld sometimes bring them sadness. 
These were dealings mystic to them, 
Tet ih^ were for good intended. 

Springtime saw him oalm and gentle, 
Bweet and pleasing in bis manner ; 
la the Summer he was joyfol, 
light and gay as some fair maiden 
In the time she seeks a wooer. 
These were seasons of rejoicing. 
And be called musicians forward, 
Skilled in every art of music, 
That the songs of night and morning. 
And the blooming of the daytime, 
Came from every hill and valley ; 
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King Nimcera. 

Srer; wind and sephyr laden 
With mdodionfi floods of moaic. 
And in Aatnnm he oame freely, 
Wi A a hand in boonly flowing. 
Filling all the Btores and gamers 
With rich heaps of fimit the choicest, 
And with wine, and com, and epioes. 
That the heart of every sol^ect 
Ponred its thankfnl blessings on him. 
Bnt in Winter he was gloomy, 
Dark, and dismal, and nncheerfnl. 
And sat brooding as in anger, 
Bobed in garments doll and heavy ( 
All gay veetore now forsaken. 
And all nmaio now forbidden. 
Then the Winter tamed and vanished 
As it came, unsought, unoherished, 
Now unmonmed and unregretted ; 
And the Spring again came dancing, 
Casting (diamis around profusely 
By the lanes, and woods, and waters, 
And brought mnaic, mirth, and gladness. 
That the monarch heard the gay notes, 
And removed his sombre garments 
And hie frowns and tliamal broodings. 
Donning in their stead right gladly 
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King Nimtera, 

His accustomed festal garments, 
And Ma maimer bright and oheerftiL 

Three great prinoes had Nmuera, 
Who held each a post of honor 
In the mliDg of the kingdom. 
In the keeping of the snlrjecta. 
Wisdom had they, and vere vested 
Much in favor, maeh in honor ; 
And a spirit moved within tbem. 
Guiding and directing always. 
'Twas a spirit high and saored. 
From the Maker of the kingdom. 
Who in pow'r set King Ninuera, 
And who watched for ever on it 
With an eye of keen disceming. 
To behold if Jnatioe guarded 
Eveiy action of the mlera. 

Kalim was a prince the foremost, 
Who bronght people to the kingdont. 
Made them of a wondrons m&tter. 
Moulded, fashioned, and deRgned them, 
limbe and bodies fiiH of seaues, 
Some with beauties and attnctions, 
Comely in tlieir forms and graces, 
Others wanting and imperfect, 
And repnlsive in appearance. 
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Kutg Nimtera. 

He conveyed them onto WeemnB, 
Left them in his care for troinuig, 
Heeding not how that was ordered, 
But Tetnmed without delaying, 
Backward to his own seclnaion, 
Homeward to his mystic working ; 
For his only thonghta resided, 
Aod his only glory rested. 
In the ntunberB he created, 
In their beanty of formation, 
Which in secret depths he fuhioned. 
Weemns was a prince the seoond. 
Great unong the princely chi^tains ; 
He was keepw of the Buhjects, 
Took them &om the hands of Kalim 
Tonng and tender as a blossom. 
Fed the spirit in their bosom. 
Cared and kept Uiem ont of dangw. 
Framed them nnto firmer being, 
Led them iinto good or evil, 
Led them on to pomp and gloty, 
Rising ont of great achievements, 
By these ways to wealth and grandeur, 
Scattered on their footpaths wisdom — 
Wisdom, knowledge, and discretion. 
Evils, vices, lost, and anger, 
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King Nimara. 

Ab a sower scatters corn-seed ; 
Let them ^ther as they listed 
Of the good or of the eril. 
They h&d powers of tme discemment, 
To direct Qiem as they gathered 
Which were good and which were eril. 
Written and engniTed on records, 
Words of endless power and meaning ; 
And a few the good selected. 
Gathered from a wise discretion ; 
Bat the crowds were blind and heedless, 
Minded not the laws and reoorda, 
Gathered freely of the evil, 
Wandered on in Insts and Tioes, 
Wandered on to spoil and pinnder. 
Wandered on to want and sorrow, 
Misery, and pain, and angniah. 

Strange his dealings were and hidden ; 
Oft wonld take tiie greatest boaster, 
Mighty in his own beholding, 
Who in pomp and riches loitered. 
In high seats of reneratioa. 
And wonld draw him downward, downward, 
Bob him of his pomp and splendor, 
Of his riches and his glory, 
Set hJTt) by the homeless beggar, 
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King Simcera. 

Holden in tbe pangs of hanger, 
Qladlf feeding on th« morsels 
Given by the poor aad homble. 
Who vere once by him despised. 
Lone, and deetitnte, and hnmbled. 
Soon he learns his &^il condition, 
And that he is only mortal. 

Or the nnpretending stranger. 
From a poor and hnmble dwelling, 
And unknown among the people, 
Weemos oft would take and guide him 
High onto a seat of honor, 
To reside in noble mansions. 
Fame and praise for ever by him. 
ThoBwise Weemos often acted. 
Fearless of rebnke or cansore. 
And accoonted not his reasons, 
Dealing ever as he listed. 

Sero was the third prince called ; 
He was stem, and fierce, and warlike ; 
Fear and terror walked befiire him 
In the sight of all the people. 
And his bearing was majestic ; 
Quick and keen his glances darted. 
Like a strong man's arrow flying ; 
And the people tried to shnn him, 
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King Ninuera. 

To avoid Hie ways he haunted ; 

And thej- trembled sadly, sorely. 

If he 6ver yentnred near them. 

Tet beneath his hardened manner 

Dwelt a gentle spirit calmly ; 

It was only to the wicked. 

To the evil and the sinfiil. 

That his terror was revealed. 

Sero from the hands of Weemns 

Took the people mdely, boldly, 

As directed by the spirit 

Which for ever ruled his actions. 

Old, and yonn^, and middle-aged, 

Heedless of their years he took them, 

Heedless of their power or greatness, 

Heedless of their worth or beauty. 

Or of want or low attainmeoite ; 

Pions-minded, vsln, and sinfnl. 

Fell alike to be removed. 

There were some who longed his coming 

To reheve them of their burden. 

And admit them to the bright realms 

Which he watched, and kept, and guarded, 

There to rest in peace ttnd tranquil, 

Sheltered from the wars and tumults, 

From the storms, and fears, and terrors 
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King Nimaera. 

Wlticb were over raging fireely 
Thronghoiit all the landa of Weemng. 
They h&d seen in feeble vision — 
8een & ray of f ntnre gloryj 
Of ihe Bweet and happy pleasoTes 
In this kingdom Sero guarded ; 
Longed and panted for admission, 
Toiled and ]ab<M«d for a passport, 
Fonght and batUed for a title 
To this realm where tronble is not, 
Till thejr had become tiie victors. 
And were waiting now to enter. 

Thronghont all Ninuera's kingdom 
Warning heralds Sero sent out 
To implore the heedless people, 
Baising thus their warning voioes : 
" Turn, ye people, turn from evil, 
Know ye that tiie day is nearing 
For the Ic»ig and weary journey 
Through dark valleys and wild passes 
To the lands of the hereafter. 
Be ye ready for departnre, 
Bobed and girded for the journey ; 
Jer onr goide, the princely Sero, 
Oometh ; be is soon before you. 
If you are not waitii^ ready, 
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King Nimtera, 

He will not delay the joomey, 
But will in the dvlcness leave yon, 
Which je cannot wtmder oat ot, 
From its terrors or its dangers, 
TiU it take yon to destmotion, 
To an eTerlastiag torment." 
Thns the warning heralds wandered, 
Oft complaining, oft imploring 
TTnto all the erring people, 
Unto all the slothfol nnmberB ; 
Bnt they were so bound in pleBBores, 
Were in sin and Inst so tangled. 
That they heeded not the warning — 
The kind words of warning spoken ; 
Which were lost and vainly w&ated. 
Were as miste upon a bnlwark, 
Bearing witli them no impreeaion, 
Save nnto a sorry number — 
Bnt a few who heard and listened. 
And returned from evil doing 
Unto ways of truth and knowledge. 

And of Sero let me tell you. 
Be was keeper of the passes 
Leadiog to the land of Wisdom — 
Wisdom, clothed in radiant gloiy ; 
And onto the lands of DarimesB — 
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King Nimeera. 

DarknoBB, olothod in every horror. 

With bewsiling he was girded. 

To th&t band a ke^ suspended ; 

Sb was girded with rqoicing. 

To that band a key BOBpended. 

These were keys wherewith he opened. 

Opened he thOTswilJi tOie wiokets, 

To allow the people entranoe 

As the passport thcff presented. 

Just between the wioketa sat he. 

Wide bis dusky pinions spreading^ 

One npos each entranoe holding ; 

And above him wared a baimsr, 

In its oolon dull and dismal ; 

Deep uid solemn was the motto, 

Was Uie warning written on it ; 

Thus it was in bold desoriptdon — 

" Woe is for the erildoer ; 

For the npright, joy and gladness." 

And a voice beside him echoed, 

In Bonorona sounds and londly, 

Tones of gladneaa, tones of aadneM, 

" Hark ye, hark ye, all who wander. 

Woe ifl for the erildoer ; 

For the npright, j<^ and gladness." 

In his ri^t hand Bero wislded, — 
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Kmg Ninutra. 

Bnuidished s tarrific weapon. 
And it was a sword of terror ; 
For the evil, but beholding, 
Trembled as an aspen leaflet, 
ShnddBTod as the mined ehndder. 
Wonder mavii all the people 
While they listeiied to the Bajings, 
To the wonden he unfolded 
Of the regioBH whioh he guarded. 
Thne he made hia mystic sayings : 
" Through l^ie wicket on my right hand 
la A vale of noble grandeur, 
Placid and sorpassing lovely, 
Whioh the pilgrim, m he enters, 
Haila with overflowing gladness. 
Seraphs from tiie holy regions— 
Ob, 10 Bweet, and so inviting ! — 
Keet him as he enters therein ; 
Throngfa the pleasant passes guide him, 
By the banks of ■treamlets gliding, 
With » constant mnsio laden ; 
Mellow light-beams on them dsjioing, 
Waltcing to the atrewolet's mnsio ; 
Knsic soft and so melodioos 
Bising from the groves ammd ibem ; 
Qrovea of myTtle and (^ woodbiiie 
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King Swuvra. 2' 

Foil of odors rioh and soothing, 

Bisinff &om the floweiy vi&la ; 

Flowers wHoh clothe the banks, adoming, 

Till the breeEoa faail their easenoe ; 

Zephyrs soil, Euid fair, and gentle, 

Tftke these balmy odora with iheta, 

Thronghont all the holy regions. 

Thns he vattden onwa.rd, onward, 

With his angel gnidea advancing. 

Wrapt in wonder and ftdorement, 

Baptnred irith &ia matohlesa beani;, 

Till a softer music cotneth. 

Sweeter than the notes oronnd hiin. 

On the distance flowing sweetly. 

Soon the strains come nearer, dearor. 

And he wonders why the mnsic. 

' Whence tiiese songs of mirth and gladness P ' 

AskeUt tins his angel esoort. 

' Where and whence these Bounds melodious P 

Whose are idl these festire voices P 

What the canse of such rqcnctug P ' 

And the spirits answer thnswise : 

' These are fatuida of angels singing 

In the ba|^ land of Blessing, 

Li tlie lofty halls of gladness. 

Seraphs from their goldra harps draw 
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Notes to ewell the eongs of gladneu. 
These are soogs of glad rejoicingB 
For another pilgrim Hearing, — 
One eaoaped the Und <rf bondage. 
This the aonroe of these rejoicings.' 
Ere this answer hath been spoken, 
Lo ! before them rise the portals 
Of the holy Und of Blessing. 
This the cdiy he hath heard of 
In Bnoh sweet and wondrous stories, 
Whence he longed in patient waiting 
To amve at, now before him. 
How ennqitiired he beholdeth 
All its dawling brightness spreading, 
As he nearer oomes and nearer 
To iito haven of hia jonmey, 
Thousand times ten thousands grander 
Than his bri^test fandes thonght of. 
Sparkling, bounding in its Iffightnesa, 
Comes the soft and cheering &ir light. 
Boiling o'er the diamond bnlwarks, 
Flowing through the golden portals, 
lake ten thousand fairy sunbeams. 
All the bnlwarks are of diamond. 
And of porest gold the portals ; 
Paved of brightest gems th» oonrte are i 
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Blended in a noblo grandeur, 
Sapphire blocks and blocks of raby, 
Emerald ban and bars of opal, 
BoTTB of amethyst and topaz, 
Sparkling in their golden framework. 
Loftf are tlie volls and mighly, 
Bising onto boigbts nnmeasnred, 
ICghty, strong beyond ooncoptioi). 
Bonnd the onter palisading 
Of the diamond walls are watching 
Many host^ &om the Sabaotb 
Of ibo King of all these bright realms. 
Sleepless are their eyes and piercing, 
Teirible they are in battle ; 
Nothing can nphold against them. 
They are clad in mail of pnre white^ 
BriUiuit and of HuTglJTig splendor ; 
Helmets have they, white and burnished, 
Featherf white plomes in them waving ; 
Brilliant also are their breastplates, 
And their atiialflff, with ' Lore ' engraren 
On the front in golden letters, 
Are most goi^feous in beholding 
When the light streams foil npon them ; 
And deatouotion is the wef^ton 
They employ to guard the city ; 
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AwM is the h&voc lAereby 
To the foe vho daree ftpproach them. 
Now before the golden gAtevaj, 
Which with massive bara ia hnilded, 
Staadfl the pilgrim with hia escort ; 
And ihey soond a might; trumpet, 
That the atraiiiB in thrilling grandenr 
Flow Boitonma through the kingdom. 
Then behold the keeper cometh. 
Who the gateway ever keepeth, 
To nnfold the golden barrings ; 
And he throws the gate wide open, 
And the pilgrim enters therein 
Now into the holy regions. 
There a band of seraphs meet him. 
Chosen &om the ranks arannd them, 
Onide him to the shining white tiirone, 
Where the King in ^oiy dtteth. 
Aitd the holy King aays, ' Welcome, 
Welcome to yon, pilgrim, brother ! ' 
Awil be bids an angel bring him — 
Bring him royal robes and robe him, 
Oarments rich, and white, and lovely. 
And a golden ctowd to crown him. 
While the emimeaQ minslirels rising, 
All in flowing garments vested. 
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Some with harpe and some with timbrels. 

Some with Intes and some with tmmpets, 

All in goodly order mingled. 

In &e skill of gay perfection ; 

Far the minHtrel band eztendetb 

Like a wildemesa of grandenr. 

Aa a sea of flowing white wavea 

Mingled ap with diamond ripples ; 

As the moon on sparkling waters, 

Comes the light from glowing beacons, 

Dancing on their crowns of glory, 

Far and near redounding, flowing 

In a thousand daszling colors, 

Like onto a flood of crystal. 

Silent are they all and heedfol 

While the leader on his tower stands, 

High amid the radiant brightness, 

Till his silver wand is raised ; 

Then for mosio every tmmpet, 

Every lute, and every timbrel, 

Every harp is strong and ready. 

And for songs wait all the voices. 

Lo ! it &lls, and floods melodiona 

Flow from every voice nnited, 

Bise from every Inte and timbrel. 

Stream from every harp and tmmpet. 
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Noble and m^eatic cadence, 

Full of might and AiU of sweetneaa ; 

Like tremendonB thunders roUing, 

Rumbling in their atrengtii and graadeor ; 

Sweet as nectar, which is ponr4d 

From the cap which Juno holdeth. 

Far and near the echoes answer, 

From the ranlta and arches ^Ting, 

In the distant spaces rising 

Over thrones, and crownB, and manflions, 

Breaking o'er the vitreous white throne ; 

Like a mneic-meteor faUing, 

Casting down its charms aronnd it, 

Ever softest, sweetest, fairest ; 

Softly as the sommer ehowereth. 

From its iragraiit bosom, largely. 

Dews npOD the sleeping meadow. 

This is honor to the pilgrim. 

Welcome to his seat of glory ; 

Songs of joy that he is landed 

Prom the perils of the journey 

To be one for ever with them. 

Now beside the throne he standetb, 

In his bosom gladness flowing. 

He bath now been crowned and vested ; 

And the King, arising, speaketh : 
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' Qnide him to bis seat of glory, 

To the manaioii be hath gainM.' 

Then, as mogio fell amid them, 

Every voice is mnte and sUent, 

Every sound sabdned resideth, 

Every Btnun on Altering pinioQ 

From its gaysome conrae aligbteth ; 

Sdll and peaceM is the white thnnig, 

Calmnesa, aa in death, prevaUeth. 

Now he sits enthroned amid them, 

And again the strains are wakened. 

Mighty as to storms of thunder 

Bom as from the womb of calmnesa, 

Bising as from death released. 

Now his voice is with them mingled 

In the songs, and hymns, and anthems, 

Which shall evermore continue 

Throoghont all this land of Blisses, 

Where is love the only bondage. 

Love the mighty poww which holds them." 

Thnswise speaketh Sero, telling 
Of the land whereto the wicket 
On his right hand gives admission. 
But br different is the etoij 
Which he giveth of the regions. 
Whence the wioket on his left hand 
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To the wftnderer gives admissioii. 
Spoken tbiw hU vivid brief ia : 
" Ho, who by this wicket enters, 
Loseth hope and loseth courage, 
MeeteUi gloomy fears and terrors. 
Misery and angniah rising 
In their wildest fonoB about him ; 
And Tipon the diBtance looming 
Awfnl terrors, monsters hideous. 
Scenes and ehadowB dark and dreary. 
Now the stifled groan of murder, — 
Now the seething moan of angoish, — 
Now bewailings ia bereavement, 
And lamentings of the mined. 
Load, and painfiil, and laborious. 
In an awfnl concert mingled, 
Flow npou his ear bewildered, 
Aa in toil he wanders weary 
In the crowd, yet lost and lonely. 
To the dreaded pit of terrors, 
And its dismal dens and dnngeons. 
Damp, and stifled, and obnoxions. 
Burning with eternal anger 
And with larid flames of vengeance. 
ho ! ^hast, he starts in terror. 
And anon doth sink in anguish, 
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Wee^giag for flie t^Bnts ir&eted, 
And the wamiags he despised ; 
And for hope ha looks end longeih 
In a deep and fervent longing, 
Bnt it is a vain desire ; 
Nothing bnt an awfol doom aita 
Frowning on his pains and terrors. 
Onward, on be &st is driven, 
Tbrongh a mgged path and perilons ; 
Rising on the bills above bim, 
Soaring thnndera roll and nimble, 
TF^ith a mighty noise and terror ; 
All things at their greatness tremble. 
Sheets of flame, in livid fierceness, 
Sweep and &j in wildest swiftness ; 
O'er the mgged heights ascending, 
Cast tiieir lurid glares upon them. 
In their course revealing Airther 
Of the dangers hid in darkness. 
And beneath him gnlphs are Tawning, 
Greedy to devour, are gaping ; 
Torrents deep within them roaring, 
Lashing np their foamy bUlows ; 
With the laving of their forces 
AU the pathway shakes and tranhles. 
Brates, in hungry anger raving. 
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ftow! from dens, and caves, and oaTBrne, 
Mingle with the ghosts and Bpectres, 
I"«tiiig for a bloody surfeit. 
BeptileB, snbUe and obnoxioBB, 
<^wl. and welter, and reooil them 
On the path in slimy matte™, 
^^Jong with a poisoned odor, 
Dartiug poisons to molest him. 
Arrows from the towera are flying, 
Shafts of flame and showers of fire, 
Sweeping on throngh clouds and vapors, 
lAe unto a storm of hailstones 
IWven by a mighty tempest. 
Sadder and more bitter feelings, 
Deeper, darter fears betake him, 
Aa, above flie groans around hi'm, 
Coming from the pit of terrors. 
Bitter woilings, monrnfij oryings, 
Bise and fill the air with anguish. 
Now in view the dingy walls stand, 
In theb black and Hiawm l bearing. 
Of the gloomy pit of terrors j 
Gloomy, like a loathsome dungeon. 
Now before the gate he standeth. 
Worn, and weary, and dejected j 
And the Inrid glares break through it 
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Of the flAmee for ever bommg ; 
And he sees the shames, the tortures, 
And the writhing objects in them, 
SnSering and endnring anguish. 
They who once on bounty fiaastod, 
Now enclosed in pangs of himger ; 
They who were the poor's oppressors, 
Wow oppressed and trodden nnder. 
Kow destroyers are destroyed, 
Scofiers are with sooff betaken. 
And the loAy are made hnmble ; 
And he sfandders to behold them. 
Then an awfol oath is spoken, 
Bidding to nnbar the passage ; 
Aad the burdened words are answered 
With another oath as fearM 
From the fierce and anllen keeper ; 
And the creaking bars fly backward 
With a mighty clash of vengeance. 
Then the brazen gate is opened. 
And the poor delnded victim 
Thmst into the pit of horrors, 
All amid the fonlsome vapoie. 
Flies the postern close behind him. 
Back the bolts and bars are driven, 
Gre^dng with their heavy bnrden ; 
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And a motley throng Buroimd him, 

BaOin^, looffing, and abiuing ; 

Each derismg of aome evil 

To annoy, or tannt, or tortnre. 

Vengeance bnmetlL black witliin him. 

And infernal wara are raging 

In him and in all the dwellen, 

One and one against another, 

Who are doomed through time et«mal 

To this awfiil pit of terrors ; 

Where the evil apirits harbonr, 

Keep, and oonnt their epoil uid plonder. 

Gathered &om among the people. 

Brought from many rained cities, 

Gained in many depredations, 

By the hand of havoo aided." 

These are stories Sero telleth 
Of the happy land of BUsBes, 
Of the dreaded pit of terrors, 
To the people of the kingdom, 
If perchance he may allnre them 
By Qio wonders he rerealeth 
Of the bliaaes of the former, 
Of the terrors of the latter. 
Bat throngh all Niouera's Idngdom 
Went a band of evil spirits, 
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TribimeB of the Prinoe of Darkness, 
Went to <ud his evil purpone i 
Pried and aoonted every earner, 
Entered into all the dweUingB, 
Came to tempt and to mis^de them, 
Came to tempt Ninuera's peo{de, 
Lead them on to lust and evil, 
Taught them how to rob and plnnder, 
Taught them how to kill and mnrder, 
Pnt oormption in their wishes, 
Poisoned all their thoughts and reaaons, 
Mingled madneas in thwr pleasares. 
Blinded them wiih show and grandeur, 
Gave them longings and ambitions, 
That the^ lost their bne discernment, 
Aa a man with wines oonfiis^d 
Loses proper sense and cantion. 
And ihef gave snch snmptnons meetings. 
And they said snoh wondrons &ir things — 
Things that ne'er before were heard of, 
That the dazzled people followed ; 
And they reaped a migbty harvest. 
Leading, drawing as they listed ; 
For this was a simple people, 
Crednloos, and blind, and simple. 
If ow tiie Uaker of tbe kingdom, 
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From lUB pnie and dftziliiig vhite throng 

Looked and aaw tlie dre&diiil haroo 

Boging mid Nmuera'e people, 

And it vexed him verj sorely ; 

For lie lored the people fondly 

Who were wisely formed hy Ealim : 

BoneB, with matter monlded on them, 

Franffht with cluumela, wateroonrses, 

And red rivers miming through them. 

From a mystic foantain rismg, 

Flowing ever fast and constant, 

Qiving and diffusing vigor 

Throngh the many wondrons members. 

Coonsel took He to restore them 

From desb^ction's mthless havoc, 

In an earnest consnltation 

Saying ever and repeating. 

" We mnst save this mined people ; 

We mtiBt give them light and cantion ; 

Light, to shew their wayward goings ; 

Caution, to direct them rightly." 

So a band of spirits went out, 

Builded with a holy ardoor, 

Sped athrongh the heights and spaces 

To Nimsra's kingdom, saying : 

" We V01 reason with this people -, 
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Reason boldly, tnm and dunge them. 

Warn them of the evil spiritB, 

Sliew them thrones, and crowns, and mansions, 

Aa a trophy of repentance, 

Till they cannot &il bnt hear ns, 

Till they torn in great regoioing." 

Thns the spirits went and wandered. 

Talked and reaaoned with the people, 

Shewing thrones, and nrawns, and mansions, 

Using every power and effort 

To persuade them of the folly, 

Of the dangers th^ were choosiiig. 

They who heard the deep entreaties 

For a minnte tamed to listen ; 

Pelt the powers within them moving 

Striving to believe and follow. 

Bnt, a littJe season longer, 

When the spirits passM from them, 

They retnmed unto the rapids, 

To the mighty stream of min 

Boiling (mward to deatmction ; 

For they were so mnoh enamoured 

By the onnning fitscnnations 

Which the evil spirits gave them 

That they lacked strength and oonrage, 

And they &Ued to tnm and follow. 
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Save a veiy little immber, 
Who reBtramed their lasts and wishes. 
And gave heed nnto the sayings 
Which the kiiidly spirite bore them, 
Gaizunf power, the more they harken'd, 
To withstand the evil spirits, 
And to baffle their endeavonrs. 
These went to the land of Blisses ; 
But tor one who Sero passed 
Throngh the wicket on his right hand, 
Qoing to the holy rogions, 
Seven passed on his left hand. 
Going to the pit of terrors. 

Now that I hare told yon fiurly, 
Shewing as is dns to rend^ 
Of the powers of King Nlnuera 
And his three most favored prinoea, 
Giving Sero's own description 
Of the wonders of the regions 
Which lie hid within the wioketa 
Which he ever prondly gnardeth, 
Will you listoi when I toll yon, — 
Will you hearkea to the Btories 
I can give yon of Nimtera, 
And his three most powerM princes, 
And their dealings with the people ? 
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I ehall do my bent to render 
Stories snch as will entice yon ; 
Though mj voice ia low and feeble, 
Thoogh mj pen ia slow and waj'ward, 
Never moving &ir uid fluent, 
Aa the spirit wUofa directs it 
Would that it should move and tell you. 
They shall bat be little stories, 
Qathered from the many records 
Wbicb the people kept and oonrted 
In their halls, and towns, and cities. 



Sailing o'er the sparkling waters, 
With acoordant breeses fovoored, 
Came a vessel honLeward bearing. 
And a gladsome people on it. 
Sang tbey scrngs, and danced, and sported ; 
Sadness was nnknown amid them ; 
Old, and young, and middle-ag^d 
Were they, and of divers stations. 
While their pleasures were the fbllest, 
Stao saw their joys and pondered,— 
Pondered with bis inward spirit : 
" Lo I they have am idle &acy. 
All their thoughts are gay and heedless, 
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Aiii they dremn not of deBtrnotion, 

Think not of a danger nearing, 

Kor mU hearken to the mniiiigB 

Which are erer spoken to them. 

Ere another mom has wakened 

Shall tlieir jo^ be tnned to monming. 

I will send, and tnm, and change them." 

Said he to retainere bj him, 

" Seest then that fair-like vessel, 

And the mirthfnl orew npon it ? 

Qo, and oaptire make the nnmher, 

And tiieir spirita hither bring me ; 

Bnt their bodies can be portioned 

To the monetera of the ocean. 

Neptone I shall call and waken ; 

He will lend me storms and (empeals, 

Lightnings and mighty thunders, 

Which shall in the mission aid thee, 

Give an awfhl grandeni to it ; 

Like (tie flowing of great bannen, 

And as many torches bl^ng, 

And the soonds of dmms and trumpets, 

Shall be storms, and flames, and iJiander." 

So the mission goeth fbrthwith 

O'er the still and tranquil waters ; 

And they waken slnmbering Neptone, 
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Who adTRDoeth storms and tompflste ; 
And tha waves rise ap in anger, 
Foam and hiss in reoklees fhiy ; 
Thonden bellow martial mosic ; 
lightnings flash their virid torchlight. 
Grand and mighty the procession ! 
Neptnne, in majesHo pomp, came 
In his chariot, attended 
By a myriad mystic beings, 
To direct the storms and thunders. 
And to role the foaming biUows. 
Spake he thna onto the waters : ' 
" Ope yonr gates, ye billowB, open, 
That great Sero's host may enter 
With the booty they have taken, 
And the bodies of their captives, 
Which shall in my caverns elnmber. 
In my rooky halls and grottos." 
Then the mighty gates were opened ; 
And they all went downward, down, 
Down into the dark, cold waters. 
With tiieir cries and earnest prayers, 
Wailings bitter and lameatings. 
Woefnl was the soene to witnens : 
Children clinging to their mothers^ 
Husbands in their wives' embraces, 
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Brothen by their datera holding, 
Others nmniiig wild mud tiutdly, 
Crying to their gods for saooonr ; 
Every heart in very terror 
Quailing at the rising fotore. 
But these cries cumot be answered ; 
They ha¥e sought too late for sncconr ; 
For the gates are closed upon them, 
And the viotora have their spirits, 
Bearing to their princely Bero, 
And their bodies are consigned 
To file halls of mighty Neptnne. 
Then did Sero take the spirits 
As the mission brought them to him ; 
And for every one which entered 
By the wicket on his right hand, 
Leading to the land of gladness, 
Seven by the other entered, 
Down into the [nt of terrors. 



Stood a fitir and stately dwelling 
In the oonconrse of the people. 
Of the lofty of the people ; 
Looked it on the smaller buildings 
Downward in a soorniiil manner ; 
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Frond was it of fine appearanoe, 
Proad the people who dwelt in it. 
There the arte of every nation 
Met with the anitod pnrpoao 
To adorn and to give splendor 
To the chambers of this mansioii, 
To its corridors and landinga. 
Ottomana of downy velvet 
In tlie looms of Utrecht woven, 
Tases of Chinees prodnotion, 
Gryatals, bright find bomiahed figures. 
Models made of gold and silver, 
Tapestry, and lace, and network, 
Carpetfl from the looms of Bmasels, 
Woven into gan^ fignres. 

In a certain gorgeous chamber. 
In apparel likewise gorgeons, 
Sat a migh^, pompons woman. 
Very high were her ideas 
Of her own expanded person. 
And her own mmieaanred ralne ; 
All the world woold not contain them. 
They were so elate and soaring. 
Lnzoiy and ease were round her. 
As she &ncied to receive them ; 
And a host of powdered servants 
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Waited idly for her orden. 

yov she calls for an attendant, 

And doth gire him orders thnBvise : 

" ' Not at home ' shall be the answer 

Unto all who this day seek me, 

Save unto his highness Faahion ; 

Te shall give to him admission." 

State obeisance marks his exit, 

Beady for a plumper falsehood, 

Spoken to his lady's order. 

Soon a knock, which soands familiar. 

Lo 1 it is the dnnning trader, 

Who is sorely ran to hold him 

IVom the stream of dangeroos rtunours ; 

Bat the answer thns is told him — 

" Not at home, my lady is not." 

So the tradesman from her doorway. 

Empty-handed, homeward turns, 

Thinks not snch a ready answer 

Is an utter fabiica^tion. 

Sero, trom his seat beholding. 
Saw this lonnging lamp of matter, 
FnffM up in pomp and splendor. 
He was moved to indignation, 
And said, in a soomful manner, 
" blinded fool ! filthy pomp < 
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QloTj ye in dast and Bhadowa P 
Bee j6 not the vQd delnsione, 
Which J6 cherish ao and fondle, 
Through the darkness they are set in f " 
Said be to attendante by him, 
" Qo ye to that stately ohamber 
Where this pompoos woman sitteth ; 
Pass the trader in the doorway 
^d the ready story-teller, 
Enter and lay hold npon her ; 
Take the lusty look she veareth, 
Cast it to the winds that ramUe, 
Bacing through the hills and monntsins ; 
Take her great imaginationa, 
Sift them in the seire of honor — 
Lo ! they are as dross and ashes, 
And her pomps and giddy grandeur 
Scatter and disperse them likewise." 
So went Sere's servants forward, 
IHd aa bad their chief commanded, 
Smote this pompons woman sorely — 
With the rod of sickness smote her ; 
And tibe roddy color lefl her, 
And those lofty airs and manners ; 
Sickness and a ghastly paMor 
Came npon her limbs and forehead, 
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And she hourly Bank and wasted 
tai a, spectre site resembled. 
Then the spirit fled the body, 
And was carried onto Sero ; 
Sera through the wioket passed it 
To the pit of Long Damnation. 
What is now this pompoas voman, 
And her great imagination P 
These have vanished like a shadow, 
As a mjth or phantom fignre ; 
And that body, once so Inaty, 
Is a monldering Inmp of matter, 
Corruptible, and vile, and filthy. 

m. 

In a miserable dwelling 
Bat a miserable old num 
Mid a heap of hoarded treasareB, 
Boried in the walls and burrows ; 
And it was his constant idol, 
And his brain was etrer scheming 
How he might aogment the nnmbers. 
Oft he tnmed the treasure over, 
Counting fondly and Teconsting ; 
And he joyed to hear the jingle 
Of tlie yellow coins he counted. 
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Threesoore y earfl lud been devoted, 
ScTRpiiig of tbia gBin togetlier. 
He had fed on scanty portion, 
Omdgmg sorely ereiy moieel ; 
And had clothed ti'mmlf in raiments 
Which a beggar Boairca wonld stand in. 
He had never fed the hnngzy, 
And had never clothed the naked. 
That he mght inarease his riches. 

Sero in this hovel saw him 
Bending o'er his golden troasnres ; 
And he langhed derislTe langhter, 
And aaroaatio waa hin manner. 
As hia BOFvants he oonuoanded 
To the miser's presoDce, saying, 
" Ix> ! onr [ffinoely Sero wiateth 
Whence are all these hoarded riches, — 
If in scrapie they were gathered. 
If ye long to take IJiem with yoa 
When yon leaTO tJtis land of Weemna 
For the Uoda of the hereafter ; 
If ye think to bny a paaBp(Ht 
To the land of Blisaes with them, 
Te are sadly mach "''ft^^'W", 
This we deem as dross and wortUeas. 
Te can Derer enter thereto 
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Bearing snoh a Irarden with 7011. 

Te mnat £eed the himgry with it, 

And mnst olothe the naked wanderer, 

And employ it as a talent 

To be need for wiser purpose 

Than to hoard in walls and bmrows, 

If jB long to be admitted 

To the tranquil land of Blisses." 

Bnt the old man wonid not list^i 

To the words of wisdom spoken ; 

He was BO engrossed in oonnting, 

And in adding to his riches. 

So the servant raised his weapon. 

Sorely therewith smote the niiBer, — 

With destmction did he smite him, — 

That he fell a lifelesH clay-heap 

Down among the hoarded moneys ; 

And his spirit was removed 

Unto Sero, and he opened 

Wide the wioket on his left hand, 

And it passed into the darkness, 

To the pit of gloom and terrors. 

Then the door was mdely opened 

Of this miserable dwelling 

By the people claiming kinship ; 

And they scrambled for the riohee. 
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And in many qnaiTelA soosbt them, 
TendinK to the diBnTi' t^" g 
Of the sacred bonds of fiiiendship ; 
Brother against brother rising, 
Raging in a bitter conflict. 
Many, who received a portion. 
Went and squandered to bis min 
All be bad in Inst and gambling, 
TiU bis life was sorely broken. 
When bis richea had been pillaged. 
Then the body of the miser 
Was removed qniok and coldly, 
Lowered in the grave and corered ; 
Bat of they who followed with it, 
Ho one wept a tear of aorrow, 
No one moomed for his dqiartiiTe ; 
Bat they gave attendance only, — 
That, stem daty had commanded. 
Tbns the end was of the old man. 
Of the miserable miser. 

IV. 
In a wilderness of booses 
In the heart of a great city, 
Fall of ricbee, foil of plenty. 
And of people high and prosperoos. 
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Of its Bndent ((reatneea hotatiiig, 
And its modem princely Bplendora; 
In ft loathsome and » daA street, 
Fanlsomfl odors rising from it, 
Bife and pregnant with diseases, 
Stood a honl, fiml and filthy ; 
Lay a being, wane and wasted, 
On a straw heap in a comer ; 
Scarce a rag to hide her person, 
lice and vermin creeping on liar ; 
And beside her stood distraotion, 
Woe, and want, and piercing hnnger ; 
And her look was wild and vactuit. 
Like a spectre's, wandering madly. 
When the night came, it was laden 
Mnoh witli gloomy fear and sadness. 
And a trembling apprehension 
That the dawn wonld not approach her ; 
And the morning was attended 
With bat little hope or snoconr. 
Charity, in cold attoidanoe, 
Came with many words and wishes ; 
And, in fair and fiill pretending. 
Stood, and pitied, nnd regretted ; 
But it gave a meagre pittance 
Or of comfbrt or appeasing, 
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To withdraw the pangs of hanger, 
Or relieve her sonken spirit. 
But good Sero saw in pity. 
He beheld her calm endurance 
Of the angnieh bearing on her ; 
And he sent and took her spirit — 
Took it gently &om the min, 
From the filth and the pollution ; 
And he opened wide the win^t 
By his right hand, and conveyed it 
From the misery and anguish 
To the happy land of Blisses, 
To the land of peace and plen^. 

'With tihe burden of my stories 
I shall not detain you further. 
Lest ye weaiy to pursue them 
Through the dreary way th^ lead yon. 
Let me further only mention, 
Sero's serrants were engaged 
Ever seeking and conveying 
Subjects from the hands of Weemus 
To the watch-ward of their chieftain. 
Mute and mystic were their movements ; 
Softly, and without obHerrance, 
Passed they to the secret chamber, — 
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Took from thence the hidden eatfjeot ; 
From tha lover'a fond embraces 
Tore away his deareet treasare — 
She, to whom his life was wedded, 
Was for erer awom betrothM ; 
Went into the stately dwellin^f, 
And the lowly and the humble, 
Heedless of position took them ; 
To the saored conrt« of prayer, 
Where the Maker of &e kingdoms 
Held communion with the people ; 
And into the gay assemblies, 
To the scenes of mirth and gladness, 
Where were songs and revel dsnces, 
In a maddened fUness rising. 
Many widows left th^ monming — . 
Widows wailing, orphans weeping, 
Jn unmitigated sorrow, 
For the loss of near and dear ones. 
Hard and croel seemed their dealings 
In the sight of all the people ; 
For they conld not learn the purpose 
Whioh, in all their acte, directed. 
Tet these were most wisely ordered ; 
For the Maker of the kingdom, — 
Of Ninuera's kingdom, — moved them — 
Moved, and guided, and informed them. 
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Sero to the land of Blisses 
I^SB^d all the jnBt and lowl; ; 
They whose lives had been preserved 
From tlie soiling stains of evil ; 
Who had liyed in single purpose, 
Holy and uprightly tdways ; 
Who had made oblations fitting, 
Praise and honor to the Founder 
Of If imeera and his kingdom ; 
And had made a foil endeavonr 
In obeying the commandments 
Which were written for their guidance ; 
Wio of chanty gave freely 
Unto all the poor and needy. 
And, in giring, had no purpose 
Selfishly to farther tiereby. 

But nnto the pit of terrors 
Evil and nnrighteons people, 
All the lukewarm and the heedless 
Of the order of the statntee. 
All blasphemers and revilors. 
And all fool and filthy talkers, 
Liars, brawlers, and adnlterors, 
They whose hands are stained in murder, 
AH the proad and haughty boasters. 
All lioentioaB and deoeivers. 
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They who are the poor's oppressors. 
Bobbers and unjust reoeivers,— 
These for ever had their portion 
In the pit of gloom and terrors. 

If ye ironder at its greatness 
And the grand and deep fonndatioa 
Of the kingdom of Nimsra, 
We will take a toar and see it, 
Qoing nnto every limit 
Where Nimsra great in power is. 
Where he holds his goodly coancil. 
Chief of all the powers beside him. 
From the womb of words it came forth, 
Out of chaos and of darkness, 
First in mde and wild confosion, 
Then arranged in goodly order ; 
Lands and waters, woods and pastores, 
And with moving creatnres peopled. 

First, behold the orbe above ns, 
Which are ever sparkling brightly ; 
Xiet ns npward rise and see them — 
See their great and many wonders, 
With a wonder rising mountains 
Throngh the circuit they are set in. 
These are worlds like onr own one, 
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And have each their separate people, 
Iawb, and onatoms, and strange dealings ; 
And these worlds are ever tnraing, 
Moving ronnd the orbs of splendor, 
Fiz^d, in the height of spaces, 
For a light asd heat unto them. 
Kow we wonder if these people 
Are hj evil spirits haunted. 
Which incite thent to rebellion, 
And destroy their God-like image ; 
But we cannot solve the wonder, 
And mnst choose to sit. in darknesa. 
Then I gnide yon hence awayward 
Prom the sparkling of this system. 
From the sun's rebounding brightness. 
And tiie pale moon's ever-fair light, 
And the many colored star lights, 
Blended in a great profusion, 
To the Umits of our world, 
Wliich we best can know and search in. 
First, onto the boandlesB ocean. 
By the billow which retnmeth 

Echo to great Neptnne's call, 
Where the mermaid host eojonmeth 

In his ancient rocky hall ; 
Where Leviathan, the mighty 
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Keeper of all Neptnne'B treasure, 
fioamB around the rook; caTems 
In majestic state, exploring. 
Let hb Bee these mighty waters 
When they rise in foaming billows, 
SwfJlowing towns, and ships, and people. 
Soaring like a mighty thnnder; 
And, when they are atiU and peacefal, 
Like a plain of pasture spreading, 
Sleeping as a virgin sleepeth 
Ere vain love-dreams fill her bosom. 
Both these aspects are majestic. 
Grand, snd pleasing, and inspiring. 
On a hark we will convey ns 
Throngh the peering rocks and inlands. 
Where the Summer brings its Banshine, 
And the Winter frost and snow'storms. 
For a season to the lone isles. 
Then nnto the tropic regions, 
Where the prond sun ponre its glory 
On the boming sandy deserts ; 
Streams of brightness everlasting, 
lake ten thons^d mountains biasing ; 
And the khamsheens wild and fieroely 
Sweep in bnraing flakes along them, 
And torment the weary traveller 
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Who is Bloirly wading thrangfa litem, 
Thirsting for a cooling rirer. 
And 'tiB there the irild tornado 
Riseth in its frame of terror, 
WHd, and fierce, and nnrdenting. 
To the spreading woods and forests 
Of the hlaok pine and the myrtle, 
Of the cedar and the red birch, 
Of the oalc tree and the wabint. 
Of the tulip and mahogany, 
AH in l^Bnchy webwork blended, 
That the hght can hardly enter 
To remove the donds of darkneas 
In the vast and deep recesses ; 
Where the lion and the tiger. 
Where the panther and the leopard. 
And the jaguar and hytena. 
And ihe tan wolf and the ocelot, 
In the daytime hold their parley. 
And resort for vakefiil slnmbere. 
Till the dusky hand of black night 
Draweth down her curtain on them ; 
Then they leave the sylvan passes 
To traverse the open valley. 
Prowling after Inckless snrfeit. 
Larking by the lakes and rivers 



ql,;.dbvG00glc 



EngNimant. 

For the panting pnry whicli cometh 
To allay ita thirsty feelings 
At their sweet and cooling waters. 
There the owl at midnight whoopeth. 
And the lions roar m^jeetio, 
And the many prowling wild brntea 
Haiae each divers sonnds and noises, 
That it gives a fearinl grandenr 
To the scene at hours of midnight. 
To tlie rocky hilla and mountains 
We will next direct oar journey, 
Which with heathy robes are mantled. 
And whose heads are ever wearing 
Caps of snow of many ages. 
These are in adorning climates. 
Where the seasons bring their changes, 
Where comes hoary-headed white frost. 
And the plnmy flakea of white snow. 
Showered around in boimty's largess, 
Lend the pUius a pure while carpet^ 
And tbe hills a dazzling wrapper. 
Which they don in princely grandenr, 
Till the herald voice resonndeth 
O'er Gie monnbtins, hills, and Talleys, 
From the orient regions coming : 
" Haste ye, Winter, yonr departnre. 
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And remore thoae cliill adonunents, 
Fold those dreary garments qnickly, 
And begone imto your own land ; 
For OUT Mry qoeen approaclietih, 
Comes our gentle qoeen to cUim lier 
Now the mle of thie dominion. 
Hark how jnreet the songs she hringeth ! 
We shall give her welcome greetings," 
Now ihe peaceftd valee and pastnree 
All in beanty spread before ns ; 
And ilie fr^rant kine are grazing, 
And the merry lambs ran frisking 
Uid fbe perflimes of the meadow, 
From the odors of 3ie Spring flowers ; 
And dm Oashet dore is cooing 

Lore Bongs to its cherished mate; 
And the shepherd boy is wooing 

By the ms(io cottage gate. 
There &e Hwains, in natnre's freedom, 
Poor their nartb aroimd profiisely ; 
And the agM people fondly 
See the mirth (hey once putook of. 

Now, from scenes bo sweet and pleasant. 
We nmst tnm and journey onward ; 
From the monntainB' ragged grandeur. 
Where the diamoia and ttie wild deer 
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Boam in constant freedom over ; 
Wliere the eagle Bearing fl; eth, 
Scanting with a keen beholding ; 
And witli thnndera rolling by qb. 
And with lightnings tronling ronnd ns, 
Seek fbr other BOenea and fancies. 
Thence away onto the regions, 
Qliding o'er t^e resUeas billows, 
Through the bowling storms and tempests, 
Unto scries of snow and icelands, 
Where the blocks of ice are dancing 
Like huge bills amid tbe billows, 
And the snows are erer sleeping, 
And the frosts are ever biting ; 
Wbere the bears go prowling wildly, 
Creeping from their icy cavems. 
There we find a nature also, 
And a people who eiqoy it. 

But that we have made a snrrey 
Bodely of the different regions. 
And in viaitB on onr joomey 
Have disoemed the varying onstoms 
Of the many different people 
Who take gloiy in their white Bkins, 
Or of others who, alikewise, 
Build their pride in skins of copper ; 
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Let US notica more mmutely 
Sfxaea, and woitdera, and bdurioots 
On this kin^om of Nimero, 
Ab they often come before as. 
So the little atream we follow, 
Rising from, a rocky moontain, 
See it moTing onward, onward, 
Gatliering force, and power, and beauty, 
TlU it gets a rolling riTer, 
Sweeping onward to the ocean, 
Watering many pleasant valleys. 
Cheering many a thirsty traveller. 
This is like a man who risetb 
From a humble life and bidden 
Unto power, uid wealth, and wisdom. 
Gaining large and goodly influence. 
Giving, BB he npward ris^ 
Conrage unto needy pilgrims, 
Help nnto the homeless wanderer. 
These are of N^inuera'a kingdom. 
Bnt, OB we have traced the rirer 
From its wild and rostio birthplace. 
Let ns see the scenes beside it ; 
And in wonder deep we ponder 
How bH. these Uiinga woto created. 
And of the onbonnded knowledge 
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Of the Being grekt who made tbem. 
First we pose tlie lake irhich Bpreodetii 
Wide its bosom to the saashiiie. 
Or onto tlie winds and tempests ; 
By its monntson bnlw&rks guarded. 
Which for evorlasting passion 
KaBp the oonoh whereon it slcepeth. 
Then Hw swset and happy villi^e, 
Staoding in the peacefnl valley, 
E^nght of fondest reoolleotionB 
Of the happy days of ohildhood 
Unto many fir departed, 
ToQing through the wcn-ld's coones. 
There is simple joy and homhle, 
And in unity the daytime 
And the tnmqnil of t^e night time 
Keep harmonioos pleasnras by it. 
Stand aronnd it woods and pastures, 
Fnll of song, and peaee, and plenty ; 
O'er them scrftest winds are wafted. 
Sporting gently wit^ t^ leaflets, 
Which finite in mnrmnrH often. 
Seeming to reproach them thnswise ; 
" Why came y? so near oar pillows, 
To distarb the peaoefiil order 
Of onr sluBbera sweet and soothing f " 
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In tile eut behold the g&y orb 
Leave its oiadle for rejoicings 
O'ar ita coime in might and grandenr. 
On the west behold the piUov 
Where it lieth down to slnmber. 
Next, as ne go wandering onward 
From these matio BcenM and pleasing, 
Comes the city, overflowing 
With a motley popnlatitm. 
There oft peetilenoe and fliokness 
Pay each other saliitatioii. 
And nnite their fatal efibrts 
To destroy in deadly nnmbers, 
Ba^ng throngh the streets in darkness, 
And dlsgnis^d in the daytime 
To betray tiie one who thinks not 
That bis doom is yet so near him. 
There the harlot of the midnight 
Holdeth forth her deadly charmings 
To entice Hie blind and simple. 
He is simple who doth lend her 
Snch a glanee that Insts go after; 
He defiled t^t partaketh 
Of the conch she sheweth to him. 
Seek of wisdom, and refrain thee 
From the path wbereon abe Isrketh ; 
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She will draw thy vigor from thee, 

And thy Bpirit to destraction. 

There is sin, in all ite blaokness, 

Spreading wide its vile infection. 

Like QDto a thief it stealeth 

Throagh the crowded lanes uid alleys ; 

And appeareth, robed more gailyi 

Tet as hideoas ia ita pnrpoee, 

In the dwellings of the lofly, 

On their walks and promenadings. 

Here the yonng are led from virtae 

Unto every ill devising ; 

As the lad who, in his anger, 

Gnnieth a reproving parent 

Daily wanders nnto evil, 

Till his hand is raised to mnrder. 

Reeking in a brother's life-blood. 

Then of feaf he is betaken. 

And a bloody spirit haunts him, 

Till his days are sadly ended 

Hanging on the loathsome gallows. 

Here is revel mirtb and gladness, 

And gay scenes, where flock the simple. 

They are simple who, allm^ 

Follow Pleasare's fleeting phantom. 

They are led deluded onward, 
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Till it is a oorse unto them. 

And they have sot power to leave it 

They are led to low desires, 

Graving nnto Inst and evil ; 

As the dninkard and pn&nira', 

Aa the rile and the licentians 

GI017 in plebian langnage, 

With their sharp tongues dipt in slander, 

And their words in coisea flowing, 

Think not of their awfnl ending 

Till deatmction comes npon them. 

Thns the goi^^ns devil hieth 

To the grand and gaj aaaembliee, 

And attend him many pages 

In their many-oolored oostnmea ; 

They are eager at enlisting, — 

Lnring nnmben to his bondage. 

Have yon taken his temptation P 

Are yon too an eager worker 

To allure the simple to him P 

Say bow many sonls are writhing 

In a long and sad destmction, 

Who pnrsned a better pathway 

Till yon Inred them to forego it. 

Bnt I mnat not wander thnswise. 
We are now in the great city. 
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Where the lof^ and the lowly, 
And the nunptnons and the starring, 
Are within each other's shadows. 
There the merohant and the trader 
Tendeth each his own transactions ; 
Borne deal fiurly, some deal fUselj. 
And the jadges Bit dispensing 
Seeming justice to the people ; 
Bnt their judgments are cormptAd, 
And they rule in wrong or favor. 
There is constant din and bnatle ; 
And the woary shopman stuideUi 
Day to day in close oon£iiement ; 
And the pallid seamstress mtteth 
For a long and tedions twelre honrH 
Stitching, while her life is ebbing 
In a rapid onrrent &om her. 
Now awhile we see the playhotue. 
And the giddy hall of mnaic, 
And the scenes exp<MM therein. 
Oft immodest and immoral. 
Next the nest of thierei and robberv, 
With their heaps of spoil and plonder. 
And their hidden laws and costoms. 
Then we seek the house of prayer. 
Which is only weekly opened, 
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Or which day to day iaTit«(h 

Weaij Bonis into its ahadow. 

There to hold a sweet commimioti 

With the God who made and keeps them, 

Or the BQent hours of m^iiight 

To employ in watohAU prayer. 

Aa we oome unto His preseuoe 

Let OS bow in holy rererenoe, 

Aa i§ enr doe and fitting. 

To the God who there descendeth. 

Now behold the people gatliered ; 

They are all aa one together. 

Bat their thoughts are widely pvted> 

Some are earnest, true, and godly, 

Others wicked and regardless ; 

Some are semi-aanctimonionfl, 

(Host obnoxious of deoeivers.) 

Let na see their inwsrd purpose. 

One doUi offer tme oblation — 

Praise and worship, as he seemeth ; 

While the thoughts of one near by him 

Are among the world's pleasures ; 

And another has come hither 

To give homage, sfyle, and fiwhion ; 

And another thinlrp of iessting 

(fiOa great god is in his belly.) 
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gncUikfl is the varied purpose 

Of the lofly and the humble, 

Met together and commingled 

In this saored hoose of prayer. 

Kow we leave this hallowed building, 

And again the sixeet we enter. 

There we meet a monmAil nnmber. 

In a monmfiil measnring treading, 

All in sombre garments vested ; 

And in reverent awe we follow 

To the place where scoUs of dead men 

And the &amework. of the body 

In the grave's deep stillneas alomber, — 

Where the worma are ever feeding 

On the bodies fiut decaying. 

There the monmers lay their borden 

In the cold grave, weeping on it 

Tears of angniali deep and bitter ; 

And they heap the moald npon it, 

And return a little season. 

Till die time t<xc their departnre : 

Soon in death they also slnmber. 

Let OS always keep as sacred 

This still dwelling of oar lathets, 

Whereto oft the lonely monmer, 

Oft the orphan and the widow. 
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Oome to weep a tear of sorrow 
On the cold gronnd which enbhrinetti 
The remains of dear ones parted 
Ever from their eaiihly presence. 
Now we leave the crowded city, 
With its mingled good and evil, 
With its noise, and din, and bustle, 
And the roll of laden w^gon. 
Ami tlie mail oart, and the black van ; 
And we pass a little onward, 
Down beside tlie pleasant river. 
To the fields of war and bloodshed, 
Where destruction's storm is raging, 
Where the valiant and the brave men 
All aronnd are tliickly &lling — 
Falling as the leaves of Antomn, 
Trampled in the dnst arooud them. 
Where they soon will be forgotten, 
Sleeping in the deptii of ages. 
Ghny red the river ronneth, 
And the plains with blood are steaming — 
Boiling blood, which from the wounded 
Flowetb, gnshing fast and &eely. 
Why is all this mthless ravage, 
And Uiis people fiercely warring P 
It is for a vain ambition, 
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Or a little earthly matter 
Whioli they oannot settle better 
Than in war knd deadly bloodshed. 
Or to gun an angry vengeance 
For some menlt wbioh appeoreth 
To imagination hideons. 

Nov we leave the Btomer presence 
Of the earth and all ite changes, 
And ire take the wings of fancy, 
(Which ia sister to poeey), 
Onided by the light of record 
Thereon monnt, and fly, surveying, 
Far above the heights of knowledge. 
And we take a retrospective 
Of the ancient timee and people, 
When was nature yonng and Uooming, 
When onr fathers were created. 
And witliin the blessed Eden 
Set to tend and to adorn it. 
Adam with his Eve belovM, 
Happy in their single natnra, 
Thus branght forth to joy and pleajjnra, 
Innocent and sweet amusement, 
In attending on the flur wants 
Of the creatures set around them. 
Over which, in kingly greatneaa. 
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They were made the head, the pnrpoee 

Of these others in creation, 

From the nnexplorM chaos, 

Thenoe we come into the present. 

Age to age doth bring as onward 

Throagh &e fickle term of nations 

And the changes of the people. 

Mid their tamnlts ajid their tranqmls, 

Aa th^ stand in pomp and glory, 

Firm and fUthfol in their own strragtfa, 

Till ite frailty oometh on tiiem 

And they are completely conquered, — 

Broken down in great destmction. 

O'er the waters of the delnge 

We oome sailing onward, onward ; 

And arriTe with many records 

From the many downcast nations, 

From the people of all ages. 

First, and last, and intervening. 

And we pass the time allotted 

To the gods of snperstilaon, 

When the world was set in darkness, 

In the fear of goda of fimoy. 

Who held coonsel on Olympns. 

There sat Jnpiter, the greatest, 

On his ivory and gold thrane, 
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And oommimed with his adTisers, 
Who were Juno, his betrothed, 
Fairest goddeaa of the council, 
Who gave &om her depths of knowledge 
Good adrisings to her chieftain. 
Then were Ifars, the fierce and warlilce, 
And Apollo, for the poets, 
With Diasa, his twin sister. 
Who sat on the eilent moonbeam, 
Chaste, enchanting in her meelcnesB. 
Then stood Vanns, rich in charmings, 
Goddess sole of love and beaut; ; 
And stood Mercuij, the Bwifl«at 
Bearer of the council's tidings. 
Then came Ifeptone, strong and mighty, 
Knler of the storms and tempests ; 
And the god of fire near him. 
Who was Tnlcan, mde and ready. 
And to Vesta, Satnm's daughter. 
Were entrusted fires also, 
More refined and more celestial ; 
While the number was completed 
By good Ceres, fall of bounty, 
Keeper of the corns and harvests. 
Thus in council sat the great gods. 
Dealing fetes unto the nations ; 
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So the simple people fancied. 
Now the flight of fancy over, 
She hath brought us safely homeward, 
To the spot we love the fondest. 
There we lay the many tokens 
Of the wondrons jonmey by Tis, 
And reflect now qaaintly, cfdmly 
On the great things we have witnessed 
In this kingdom of Kinuera ; 
And, before onr thoughts are settled, 
We by Totaries are snrronnded 
From the courts of every people, 
From the throne of every nation, 
Who, in tongues that widely vary, 
And in words that sound so strangely. 
Give their mission, bear their record 
Of the throne of King Hinuera, 
Of his ancient power and greatness, 
Of his presmce with the modem, 
WiUi their people of the present. 
Aud to give its own conviction 
Shall the voice of every creature, 
Of the nobles of creation. 
All in one together mingle. 
From the feeble voice of old age 
To the lisfnsg tongue of (diildbood. 
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WUch in verity are rising, 
Tellii^; likewise of Ninuera, 
Vfho their ererj porpoee nileth. 
Tends it in its first conception, 
Baffles wholly and destroys it, 
Or nnto oomplet^on brings it, 
Bringeth ont its baits or virtnee, 
Shewing where its merit Ueth. 
Then shall every beast that liveth. 
Every bird and every reptile, 
Every fish and every insect, 
Baise their own pecnliar voices — 
(Terrible, or sweet, or pony) i 
And will testify their own way 
Of the powers of King Ninuera, 
Who their being's fire feedeth, 
Gives them apaoe for life and glcsy. 
With that limit ends their being ; 
For no hidden spirit have they 
Image to the holy Maker. 
Now the grave shall yield its token. 
And the battle-field ita relic, 
Stained in gore and kept in glory ; 
And the caverns of the ocesn 
Shall advance a tokra likewise, 
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Openin^f wide their water; great doors, 
Shew the worka of many ages 
By the hand of King Nimnra, 
With tiie wonders stored among tiiem, 
Worked, and fashioned, and perfbrmSd. 
Then the voice of stormy Winter, 
And the soft and pleasing fair notes 
Of the Springtime and the Sninmer, 
And the riohly-laden Antunn, 
Shall a ready answer make ns. 
And the mighty wind that blowetii, 
And the soothing and the soft hreeze 
With a pensive monnor cometh — 
Cometh laden with resptnisee 
From the trees of every fbrest 
(Every leaflet's tiny voice joined), 
From the fair and fertile vaUeys, 
From among the hi 11a and monntains. 
With advisings to speak boldly 
Of the powers of King Nimsara ; 
That in every raoe or ramhle 
Has his throne been set ai>onnd them, 
Bnilt of wonders and composed 
Far amid the wilds and fertiles. 
Here and hence these heralds answer ; 
Then they take their pinions swiftly, 
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And are vanielied ere we knov them. 
Still to roam, and race, and ramble. 
Ifext the voices Bball be blended 
Of the brooklets and great rivers, 
Of the ever-mnrmnring ocean. 
Of the wild and roaring thunders, 
Of the tempest howling terron, 
Hailstones heavy and great snow-storms, 
And the flames of fire roaring ; 
These shall boldly say their saying. 
That he is among them alway. 
That they have for ever known him, 
And their strength dependeth on him. 
Then the rocks in echoes answer — 
Answer to the roll of timnders, 
And the roaring of the ocean. 
In a myriad sounds replying, 
Own tbe powers of King Ninuna. 
Then the stars shall twinkle signs forth, 
Like the language of the speechless ; 
And the sun in dazzling br^ht rays, 
And the moon with mellow &ir beams, 
And the evening and the morning, 
And the noonday and the midnight. 
And the dew which gently &lleth, 
And the raindrops end tbe vapors, 
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And the mists od aU the riTers, 
And the fleecy and the bl&ok okmda 
Bhall inscribe their ready answers, 
And with mTstio fingers write thns : 
" When our bnoyant pinions take ns 
High nnto the outer heavens, 
Far beyond the eagle's Bearings, 
Then we see Ninuera's wonders 
In all spaces that we visit 
On the earth or in the hearens, 
And, in every form that nears ns. 
See his wondrona power and greatness ; 
For his throne is firmly bnilded, 
Rising nnto all the world." 
And they farther shall inform ns 
That some strange and mystic stories 
Have been spoken of Nimara 
And his dealings with the people, 
Connt«d in the ancient nnmbers, 
Beckoned in the corrent conrses. 
Kow that we are well inform^ 
Of his throne, and power, and dealings. 
Let OS hear the voice of Beasoc, 
Speaking lastly, yet abonnding 
Mnch of wisdom and of foresight, 
Seeing, as a prophet, matters 
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Hidden yet upon the fntnre ; 

And he tells hb, " Tet a short time 

Stands the throne of King Nimtera ; 

He bnt reigns a season longer. 

Then yields np his power and kingdom — 

Yields it to the hand which gave it ; 

And he well hath filled his mission, — 

Erer fiiithfal, erer constant. 

Now he Bteppeth &om his high throne, 

Bnilded to the gates eternal, 

Which are qniokly opened to him, 

And be joins the nerer ending. 

Then his kingdom is forgotten, 

And in flames as chaff consnm^ 

Boiled KWBij as donds of vapor ; 

Clouds of smoke and clonds of rapor, 

Flying with the roar of thnnders, 

Terrible, and lond, and mi^ty, 

And with lurid lights illoming 

All the Tast nn&thomed chaoa. 

Then comes gloom and dismal darkness, 

Falling over all the spaces. 

When the Samea forget their burning. 

Now his people come for judgment, 

And they are in substance spirits, 

Bom to everlasting being. 
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Might; is the Jndge who eitteth, 
And H ' B throne a sea of splendor. 
He givoa justice withoat &vor. 
He is good, and kind, and gentle. 
Tbey whose lives have been directed 
Just, and upright, and unswerving 
From the ways of trath, shall eee Him 
With a joj of sweetest measnre. 
He is stem and firm in pnrpoae. 
They whose lives have been of evil 
Tremble in His awful presence ; 
For they see their doom engraven, — 
* To the pit of Long Damnation,' 
Awful gloom and awful terrors." 
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INTRODUCTION. 

The BMne of thii Poem is loMtod on the banks 
of the Eden, a pleasant river in CiunberUiid, It ia 
fonnded on facta, bat the name* and aomo other 
immatenal pointa are im agJ n ary. 
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LOBD HBETRY OP THE EDBN-SIDE. 

Boll, ye genUfl iratera, 

Bioh in mnsic laden ; 
Enow je not of matters 

Hid in ■orrow'B deep dm. 
Bloom, ye bnxom beauties, 

By tluB Eden mer ; 
Thine » gem of dnties 

To attend it ever. 
Spread, ye frnitfiil valleys, 

Drawing from it life-ipring ; 
Ye may cope with allies, 

And a Tictor's song sing. 

"Twas by this Eden of the northern land, 
Upon the fertile banks of the &ir stream. 
Where nature's beanties to the noonday spread. 
And in the golden snnset sparlde more, 
As charm to charm is added ever new, 
Until the ^e is weaiy to behold 
The bonnty of the grandeur there oont&ined, 
To watch the peocefnl bosom of the streun 
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Sparkle, as with a thonsand diamonds sec ; 

WMle softly moring, as by inward lifb 

Inspired, to guide it in the bidden oonrse^ 

Aa it glides on and onw&rd to the firth ; 

While in its rcral bed the silrer tront 

Bnna ponting freely, darts from stone to stone, 

As of that sport it nerer should be sore. 

And from the banks, amid the sylvan brake, 

A life of melody is rising here and there 

From wood-wild songsters, whit^ their gloiy take 

To mete a measnre ever sweet and fair ; 

As thongh the task were for a victory, 

And each endeavonred to advance its notes 

In sweetest sounds and fairest melody. 

'Tis sweetly soottiing to the weaiy mind, 

Wliich here hath tnmed a little time for rest. 

Amid tliis scene the happy swains delight 

To dwell, and draw the vigor of their life 

With all the folnesB nature can supply. 

And every mom awake to new delights 

Biobnst and hale, and of a heathy mind. 

And ao go forth to labor, and to take 

The fulness of the land they labor on. 

And in the meadows feed their favored kine. 

So fall and ready that they low and long 

The maid with pails to ease &e milky load. 
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Sweet is this scene in early hours when viewed, 
What time the rising aim oomes prondly forth, 
Midway to ee^t, between the sonth and north, 
And chases qnick the lingering night away, 
Which, aa a schoolboy, loiters on the way ; 
Or in the tranquil ef a dosing day 
It is beheld in charms sorpassing sweet. 
Just as the snn has done his bidden oonrse. 
And goes to slomber in the &Tored west, 
Tet lingers long to take a parting look 
Upon the land which he shall leaTe behind. 
As seeming loth to wtutder from the scene, 
But, called of dnty, mores at length away, 
And draws his train behind the distant hills. 
Till all is lost to the admiring gaze, 
Which feasted on the beatitiee to the last 
For darkness comes with night, his paramour. 
And cast their shadows over all the land ; 
And in their sldlly presenoe creeps repose, 
And folds his arms aroond the life^l sounds, 
Till all is hushed of nature into rest. 
And all the tnnefal throng is mately still, 
And oomes no sonnd of labor from the hill. 
Then thrilling is Uie grandeur of the cahn ; 
The only sounds which come upon the ear, 
To tell the mind Utat life remaineth near, 
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Are tbe soft mnimnriiigB of Uie silvery Btream, 
The gentle wioda whicb wbieper to the trees 
Aa they go wanderuig in the bonier ^oods, 
Or now and then the screeching of an owl, 
The Meeting lamb, or distant watch-dog's howl. 

'Twas on this scene Lord Heniy loved to dwell — 
A noble bearer of a noble name — 
Lured by the trauqnil of a conntiy home 
To mnse npon the beaaties of the land. 
'Twas here the castle of his fathers stood — 
Time honored and of pleasing memories, 
Adorned of natoro and of every art 
Whicb the devising of the mind can give 
To feed the fancy of admiring man. 
Bnt in Uiese pleaaants soon there came a time 
When he got weaiy of the lonesome life, 
Which led him, day by day, in tbe same scenes. 
And did not still tbe longings of bis sonl. 
For now he felt the presence of a power 
Which sJl men feel, that KLoves the will at ease 
Unto a bondage which the^ fain would shnn, 
Tet loving well the while the gentle guile 
Which bids the soal nnio the presence sweet 
Of som e fiur maid, whose winnln g charms bad wrought 
Well on the strongholds of a purposed heart. 
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Until the entrance hatli been frill; made, 
And it ia captire to lier clioosing mil, 
And all the forms to wedlock whicli pertain. 
This m^atio power incited on him more, 
Till he Tesolved to seek a maiden fair, 
And share with her the blessings of his home, 
And mete with her the measnre of his life. 
Thns said the Toioe which whispered to his aool : 
" And she shall cheer me in the heav;^ hours, 
And give a spirit to lay lonesome life ; 
And she ahoU be a maiden, yoang, and fair, 
And gentle, and be termed the sweetest flower 
Of all the land for many measures ronnd ; 
And snch a maiden I shall love, and serve, 
And honor, and revere, with all the love 
Which on admiring aoul can give to one 
Who IB the perfect image of his heart." 
And, ere a while, Lord Henry loved, and wooed. 
And wed a maiden of a worthy line. 
And led her gently to his conntry home, 
And nsM every power to make her glad. 
And loved and serred her with a constant love, 
And had no mind to other tlian to her. 
For she was sweet, and fair, and gentle (more 
Than the bright pictnre he had &ncied of) ; 
And they were happy in such tranquil joys. 
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As Axj by dftj vent fleeting on its oodtm^ 
And saw them still in one united lore, 
And one to one the sonrce of sweetest joy. 
These bore their record ere they passed anay 
Of some distingTushed pleasnre to imply^ — 
A sweetness to the retrospective thoaght. 
She was his sole companion day and night. 
Oil he wonid lead ber to the fiowery lawn, 
And in the rosy bowers bedeck her hair, 
And watch the image of his sonl repose 
In all ber beanty 'neatb a rosy crown ; 
Amid the fragrance of the blooming ere. 
And the soft cadence from the sylvan towers, 
Beheld the heaving of her gentle breast. 
Moved \!j the passing of a peacefhl breath, 
Until of love his sonl wonld overfiow ; 
Then he would bend and lay his lips to hers, 
And pour a shower of mellow kisses there. 
Then he loved well to hear the harp reply — 
The silvery harp — unto her nimble tonoh, 
And shower ite floods of melody away, 
To mingle with the songs of nature by ; 
For it knew well the softness of her tonch. 
And gladly gave its music in return. 
But more be loved than music of the harp. 
Or songs of many valleys in the Spring, 
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When cTsiy fragment of the air is Aill 

Of Boa^ and all the arts of melody. 

To hear the sweetnesB of her fUl-taned voice, 

Baised to tlie meBsnre of some fovored song ; 

A life-like presence lending to the theme, 

Until the sonl is fervent in return 

Of they who listen to its thrilling power. 

Then they wonld wander to the village oft, 
Now by the path along the bridge, and then 
AcTOBB the water by the feny-boat ; 
For the coy village is aoroaa the stream, 
Near on a line from where the castle stands, 
And nigb it well, that when the breeze accords, 
Or calm prevails, the sonnds come floating o'er 
Of mirthfnl lads in gambol on the green. 
Or the part song of buxom damsel raised, . 
Who lightly busies at her noonday task ; 
Anon the chime of the chnrch dock, which tells 
Another honr departed of the year. 
And all these sounds iamilior to them come, 
And all the village holds them in respect, 
Which as they near the mstic boys will doff 
Their brown worn caps in manner rostio like. 
While dame and damsel pay a reverence meet 
Unto the lady they have learnt to love ; 
For she is loved by all the people well. 
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And beld in honor u & Ood-sent friend,— 
Eind-hearted to the poor, and to the dele 
A double help and kindly comforter. 

In manner thna the seasons qnickly pass, 
One after one, — the flowery Sommer and 
The golden Antnnm, with her hoonty hand ; 
Then, in the backgroand. Winter, and again, 
When Spring, the early Stunmer ; it was then, 
Her fbll time having c»me, the lady went 
Unto her chamber, and brought forth a ohild. 
And it was robed, and bronght, and pnt into 
The other's hand, and be was very glad 
With the fnll joy which fills a lather's heart, 
And went and kissed his wife, and bade 
Her Epeedy well, and all things seemed good ; 
And in his ear a sweet, soft voice foretold : 
" Thine is a happy lot of years to come, 
All taU of tranqnU and domeatio Uiss ; 
Thy paths are by the ways of harmony^ 
And a &ir train of love shall ever tond, 
With all her blessings lai^Iy to bestow, 
Upon thy head as dew in Snmmer night." 
Agitin he went nnto his wife, to see 
How quickly she got well and how she &red 
For he was weary to be wanting her, 
And longed to see her graoefnl form again 
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Come quickly here and theon ftbout his home. 

Bnt lo ! he sair the iiaad of siclmees had 

TTpos hifl loved one laid a mthleas hold, 

And that the Instre of her eye had gone, 

And that her voice had lost its hrightest chorda. 

Then day and night he watched her, and beetowed 

Of every tendence he could think to give, 

Which would allay the fever, or imply 

Belief awhUe anto her aching head. 

Bnt day and night he saw her farther wane. 

Her life-stream ebbing every hour away ; 

Until at last he saw her wane and die, 

Beheld her sink into the arms of death. 

Then woeful was the scene, to see him bend 

Upon the lifeless form in floods of woe. 

Whose bitter torrento overwhelm6d long ; 

And mnoh he wept in faH and heavy tears, 

Till they who saw it thought hia heart would break ; 

And for long hours he gazed upon her form. 

Nor oonld conceive t^t she was tmly dead. 

And all the honnehold wept, and many came 

To give him comfort, bat he turned away. 

And could not hearken to their kindly words, 

And rose and left the house to wandw ont, 

And passed the old domestio at the door, 

Who daie not question where his master went. 
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And to the woods he wandered. It was night, 

And long the warblere of the dale had enng 

Their last glad anthem to the dfing day, 

And gone to slumber in the sylvan bowers 

Until the dawning of another mom. 

And on he wandered, bnt lie knew not whenoe. 

For all hia thonghts were maddened and confhsed. 

Then to the bower he came, where oft in time 

Bnt lately gone he had his loved one led. 

And with the fkirest flowere bedecked her hair. 

He paneed awhile, and, with a heavy sigh. 

Spake to the flowers, " ye &ir flowen, receive 

The lamentations of a widowed heart. 

Thy gay perfections have no further charms ; 

And those sweet odors are di£hs4d now 

As fri^rance is tinto a wasted land. 

Since she who loved them has for ever gone." 

Then on he pressed into the deepest depths 

Of the still woods, his monmfnl story told 

In tears and sighs nnto the woods and wilds ; 

And they made answer in a mormnr deep, 

'Which ran from tree to tree adown the break ; 

While &x>m the stream a low lamenting came. 

And the clear heavens wept gentle tear-drops down. 

And every star seemed as a pitying eye— 

An eye of love with sparkling tear-drops fnll. 
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And all around vas mut«, and the pale moon 

Came forth to take a Borrey of her realm, 

Parading in a calm majeBtio air 

From end to end, and casting here and there, 

Through the condenseness of the ey Ivan boDgha, 

Her sidelong glancee, which intrude the depths, 

And lay strange shadows wrangling on the gronnd. 

Then for a while he stood amazed amid 

The awfnl tremor of this death- like calm, 

And fbr a time bis grief forgot its depth ; 

For a calm wonder sat enthroned instead 

Upon his boqI, which shewed the great, and good. 

And grand conception of the God who made 

The earth and bearens in order so profound. 

And, growing weary, there he sat him down 

Beneath the cover of a spreading tree ; 

For it was mtmy days since he had slept 

Or rested for his earnest watchfulness. 

He breathed a silent prayer that God would send 

Him comfort in and strength to bear the grie^ 

Then drew his mantle o'er him, and remained 

Wrapt in the sadness of his mournful thoughts, 

Until the gentle arms of slumber closed 

AKOujid him, and he slept a deep, soft sleep. 

And in the watches of the night there came 

A bright and wondrous vision on his mind. 
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He dreamt that on a lovely eve he >at 

Beneath the shadow of a Bpreading tree^ 

In adoration of the beauties roand 

But heartsore with the burden of hia woe ; 

When the aweot fragmeats of a heayenly mng 

Broke on his ear. He raised hia eyes, and lo ! 

Amid the toanqnil heights above he saw 

Forth &om the portals of the eternal gates 

Two angel forms descending onto him. 

Their garments were as white as Winter snow, 

And on their brows were sparkling crowns of gold. 

And they had wings as angels, and each held 

A banner in her hand, on which these words 

In golden letters were so strangely wrooght; 

" 'Tis peace, and love, and joy eternally 

Adorns the precinoto of our blessed home." 

And bright their presence was as daaaling sons, 

Which send a radiance through the hearens wide. 

They now before him stood, and she who spake 

Was lorely to behold ; her per&ct form 

Was as the form of his departed one, 

Tet lovelier far ; and the sweet voice did seem 

The same sweet voice he had been woat to bear. 

In fervent power, yet softly, thoa sha spake : 

" Dear Heniy, rise and moom so man &>r nu, 

Binoa I am in a sweet etaraity, 
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And dwell in peace, and J07, and loTfii and Bcmga, 

WMdh are for ever gladly riaing there. 

Sweat were onr days togel^^ spent below, 

Bnt sweeter &r they shall be when above 

We are united throngh unending days 

With her, an angel too, who was onr babe, 

And who hath oome to bear me presence here." 

Then by ^no hand she took him, and thus spake 

In kind and pleading words : " The laws of man 

Would hold and deem it jost that, if a man 

In time of his prosperity foi^et 

To render to his God a full return 

Of tbankhlness ood piaise, then he shall be 

In time of his adversity forgot. 

Bat Ood is more compassionate, and says 

That if a man turn from bis beedlaia ways, 

And bear a trae repentance, he shall live. 

Then I, tbe spirit of yonr once fond wife, 

Come from the realms of bliss, do thee a^jnre ; 

Tnm to thy God, and give Him worship dne. 

And moora not with a needless sorrow more. 

Then, bnt a season longer, ye shall come 

And join me in this never-emding bliss." 

Awe-stmok and dumb the wondering Henry stood, 

And took communion from tlie Holy One ; 

In adoration bound, he knew not whence 
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To nuke an answer fit, and would hare knelt, 
like as before a Ood, to worship them. 
Bnt, ere he knew, they had on pinions bright 
Besomed their course nnto the regions whence 
He saw them ccme ; and, with a wondering look. 
He watched tliaiii still ascend, nntU the gates 
Of heaven opened, and they entered in. 
Then it was mom, and Heniy woke from sleep. 
And looked in wonder on the things arannd. 
And felt bewildered for a time to know 
How hither he had come, and whenoe the canse. 
Then fragments of the dream broke on hia mind. 
And yet awhile the joys, the cares, the woes 
Came clear in their intensify, as when 
He had endored them in tbe days jnst gone. 
The chilly nnmbness &om his limbs removed, 
He turned to wander homeward, being now 
Be&eshed by sleep and mrae in spirit soothed, 
Beflecting long and deep on the stem truths 
And troubles tending on tiie lives of men. 
Then came the vision of the night before 
Clear as tlie waters of a Summv stream. 
And bore its beauties to his soul anew, 
Where&om he saw a lucent line ascend, 
Of comfort and of warning to his life, 
Bidding his soul to higher things ascend, 
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Ab Tutors risB — u vapon rise and flow- 
To seek the preeence of the Bumy heights, 
Sore of their scgooni in the sphere below ; 
And thns reflected on his hjgone days ; 
"Ah me ! &h me I my latter life hath been 
A Bony semblance of the lives of men, 
Wbo seek for plsasnrGS in a barren land, 
And look for oomfiirt in an emp^ nm, 
And lose the aim wherefore they live and die 
Amid tlie Inring of deluding joys. 
O error bold I ye now thyself reveal 
Within the chaos of departed time. 
That she, my wifle^ received the honor due 
TTnto my God, for she was as my God, — 
The idol I adored, my constant theme. 
Forget ! forgive ! I will retom again 
Unto a nobler purpose, and will give 
Unto my God the reverence which is meet, 
And yet a cherished recollection hold, 
Becanse of her who hath departed, and 
Who came to warn me of my error here. 
Then in a fbtore day I shaU ascend, 
And share beside her an eternal joy." 
Again he thought, " But can the babe be dead P 
It which should be my only comfort now. 
Bnt now I cannot mnrmnr ; I will say. 
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' God's will be done ! ' He knoweth what is good." 

In manner thoa he pondered fall and deep, 

Until the hall he reached, then entered in. 

And all the honaehold wondered whence ha came, 

For that their lord had been the night away, 

Bnt none could aak him whither he had been ; 

And when the; told him that tiie child waa dead, 

For it was siokly ere he wandered forth. 

He ahed a silent tear, and calmly said, 

" Great are mj woea, but I can bear them now." 

And 'twas the vision of the fallen night 

That stood a comfort to hia spirit then ; 

Tet he had hoped to see the child snrriTe, 

And be a last lone comfort to bis soul 

Of earthly kind. And they were glad to see 

That the fiill torrent of hia grief hod gone, 

And that a peacefnl sadness moved him now. 

Th^L on the fifth day from her death it was. 

All dae obaeqnies made, the castle gates 

Wov opened, and emerged there&om, in drap 

And sombre black, a monmfol train, which bore 

Unto the grave the mother and the child. 

There in the ancicnta' tombs they were reposed 

Together, by the graves where many yeara 

Had slept hia fathers in a eUent sleep. 

The old chnroh beU tolled monrafiilty, and all 



bvGooglc 



LotA Heiuy. 105 

The vOlage monmed, wbile m&ny wept among 
The aged and the feeble, who had known 
The Idndaeas of her way, and the fell hand 
With which io trouble she had oome to them. 

Then Henry rose, and left the well-loTed spot, 
Kor coold he brook to linger on the scene, 
Where had been epent so many happy honni 
With her he lored, and where she lived and died ; 
Bat in a foreign luid he sought a home, 
And ibere BqoamM many yearB away. 
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Ittg IWh^r's iijalli. 
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MT MOTHEE'S DEATH. 

It u a moamftU song I sing — 

A loving mother dead. 
Wbo can so hard a tiding bring, 

Or de^)er sorrow bid. 

THB HEBSAaE. 

Soft as an angel's breath, 
Swift as the wings of death, 
Through all the haunts of men, 

Bj late and by river, 
AoroBB forest and ten. 

Onward they sped, pansM tiiej never. 
By hamlet or hall. 
Mystic their pall. 
Hied as a spirit hidden from view, 
mtithlees nor wavering, ever more true. 
Onward these words sped — 
" Tour mother is dead." 

Qniok u a dart, 

Piennng the heart, 
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Bore th^ npon me ; 
Heeling the hlow sent me. 
Oh ! for the woe lent me, 
How oonld I stand. 



THE AFPLIOTOB. 

Waa it the hand of Ood lifted the rod P 
Oh how hard does it seem, wonderM Ood I 
Migh^ and marrellons, we but behold 
lu wonder and awe Tby myBteriee told — 

The woric of Thy hand 

Thronghoat all the land, 

Bearing on manldnd — 

iStto tnH and mortaL 
Dark and ambtgnosB, migh^ ami grand, 

AH Thy works BK{ 
Thee^ whom all the angels adore, 
Falling in prostration before 

Thy radiant throne. 

In beauty of state 

The archangels wait, 

Seeking Thy glory, 

QreatOod, alone. 

How shall we bend, 
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Hamble adortaioe, worship before Thee F 
How shall wa yield as meekly solMiiusiTe 

Unto Thy will ? 
So prone is the heart oft to rebel, 
Hnrmoring etill; 
From morning nntil night, 

And 
From darkneaa nn^ light, 
It doth rebel. 



Lord I the spirit of n 

And dispel 

All turbulent thought 

And TBingloiy sought. 

We are but nought 
hi the presence of Thy greatoeas. 

THB 00H70BTXB. 

Lord ! reach ns 
Tl^ hand, rich in ooniibrt and love ; 
Onr grief soothe, and raise us above 
The tide of woe in which we more ; 
In this loss console ns ; sweet may 
Our moanang be ; oh ! let us say, 
" God hath removed her ; He took her away." 
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And, Lord, teach us 
In all things Thy wiadom to see. 
Thou wonldat not hare na alway be 
Wandering this vale of migeiy. 

HBB SirPPERINO. 

Great had her lorrow been, 

Anguish and woe, 
Pouring their ftill fiiry, 

Bearing her low. 
Bat, in agony sore, 
The affliction she bore 

Sfeek as a child. 
Though every breath was in ^ony seethed, 
Yet not a mnnnar her putshU lipa breathed, 

Bo passively mild. 
All the earth's gladness 
Is but as sadness 

Unto her now. 
All its gay pleasnree 
And its great treasures 
Are but as measures 

Empty and vun. 
Peace, peace in faer sonl 
Has Ailleat control. 
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HIS SUTH. 



Then tlie deliTerer cane, 

And, in the glorionB name 

Of the great God, took her away 

High nnto the regions of daj. 

And, ere she yielded her breath 

Unto the angel of death, 

These were the last words she spoke — 

How sweetly from her lips diey broke ! — 

" SaTionr, receive my spirit^" 

Breathed in all the merit 

Of her Redeemer's lore. 

He stood waiting above, 

Watching tiie aagels move 

Unto His throne. 
And thus the angel came and went ; 
But they who by the pillow bent 
Were sot the power of vision l«tt 
To see the holy being aent 

Among them then. 

And moving when 

He passed away, 

Felt not the soft aephyrs lay 
Room for his wing, 
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Heard not the heerenlj throng 
Their glad anthem sing. 

Till tiie fidnees of their song 
Made the high arahes ring. 

THE LAST FASEWEUi. 

Well I remember 
Her long, lingering look, — 
The lost &rewell I took, 

Betnming &om home. 
'Twas early September, 
The comfielda looked yellow, 
And garden frnits mellow 

Were beginning to come. 
She came to the gate with me, 

And feltered, " Farewell I " 
Bnt oh I it was a hard one ; 

The silent tear fell 
Down from her eye. 
Merrily the birds sang, 
Bnt in her heart rang 
A more sorrowftd lay. 
As she saw me away, 
Watching the tnm 
Where ripples the bnm, 
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Till I had gone put; 
And tliis was the last— 
Thelaatoffarewella. 
Oh hoir Time tells 
His vonderM power, 
So stem in the hoar I 



Low the flowing crops bent, 
With their foluess content ; 
And many a dckle was aent 
Into the mstling fields. 
While the gay reaper wields 
The bounty which God yields 

In his goodness to man. 
Bnt as I heard these reapers sing, 
Thought not Death's reaper would bring 

To me sorrow ao aoon ; 
Thought not he would come and remore 
The one dearest otiject of love, 

The earth's greatest boon, 
From my presence away. 
Hallowed ahaU be that day. 
In memory alway 
Uost dear tmto me ; 
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For, though I did not see 

The angel of death near, 
She may hare seen 

HJH sable garments peer 
From the long ranks of time, 
And heard hu voice chime, 
" I shall come to bring thee 
ITnto eternity." 

Dead I dead! 

Oh! bid 
lij trembling heart be still. 
It cannot brook this ill ; 
This strange and burdened truth 

It cannot bear. 
The brightnesa of my yontli 

It uhille to hear. 
Ah me ! and has she gone, 
Who in sickness watched me long. 
Smoothed my pillow, hashed the throng, 

And said 
To childhood's feaia, " Begone ! " 

Who in error ohid. 

And would gently bid 
A rising rage be still. 
Or check a stubborn will. 
In childhood si 
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I thinlc I we her now 
(The Bmile upon her brow) 
8it in the woodj shade, 
Adown the rural gUde, 

So foil in song, 
And watch her fondled bo^. 
With some mnch cherished toy, 

Bon raptured long. 
Ah yes ! too truly she hath gone. 

The vacant seat to fill 
There is none other, there is none 

To take her place. 

A mother lost 

Is ever moat 

A home can bear. 
Can time nerer more 
That image restore P 
Has that Toioe gone to keep 
Its long silent sleep 

With the dead in the grave f 
She iriiom Ood hath said 
Should hare reverence paid, 

Here ou the earth, 

All of her birth. 
Called to give honor, 
Long lifia the donor, 
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God hatb B&id shall have. 
Dead, they all tell me. 

So strange, it doth seem 
like a viBion befel me — 

A -wonderfol dream, 
That I no more may breathe 

That name ever dear, 
Save in a moiimftil voice 

EoBhed silent in fear. 

THE FOMERAL. 

Now the old chnrcb bell 
Tolls forth its death knell, 
Monmfhlly to tell 
The honr has come at last, 
In heavy sadness past, 
To bnry the dead. 
And in silence bid. 
Then the monrners go. 
All moumfijlly slow. 
Every heart beating low 
The march of the dead. 
All with floft and gentle tread 
Unto the sepulchre sped, 
And hnmbly bent every head, 
Bearing to her last home the dead. 
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In all the obseqnieB dne ; 
Every follower, in presence trne, 
Uany a well-known neighbonT vieW} 
Faying hie last meet respect 
Unto her who has gone, 
And whose remembrance shone 
Bright in the momoiy of them. 
Now tbrongh the old town they pace— 
The good old familiar place, 
"Where often in time before 
She, in life's abonnding store, 
Passed by many a friendly door, 
Bnt now, how changed is the scene I 
She, cold in death's awhil sheen. 
Is home nnto the still hallowed green. 
Erery passer tnms to see, 
And they say, " Who can it be ? " 
And they ponder in the thought — 
One more nnto death hronght. 
Soon may we, too, soon he songht. 
But they who her in life knew 
Ted the tmth more etrangoly true, 
And they take a sadder view 
Of the great loss to the few, 
Who received the bosom lore 
Which her Idnd deeds went to prove. 
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Now they tread in the hallowed ground. 
Where the bom of ages have found 

Together a home. 
And they pause by the chosen gronnd, 
And all, in a silence profonnd, 
Hear the words of comfort flow, 
In deep power, aadly and low. 
From the messanger of love. 
Appointed of God above 
To tell to His people peaoe. 
And from care a glad release ; 
And his words of comfort are 
Sweeter to their hearts by far 
Than bahn to a seething wonnd. 

And now they lay 

In the cold clay, 

To moulder away, 
All that is mortal of her. 

grave ! receive her ; 

Te have no terror, 

But to relieve her 

A world of woe. 

Tis bnt a season, 

Wuting in reason, 
She shall he there. 
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She tiath gone dowQ conniptible, 

Bat Ehall rise incorruptible, 
Adorned and fair. 

When thie grave which !b cIob^ 

Shall again be discloedd, 

And the Oood Shepherd shall call 

Together onto Him all 

His people, faithful and good. 

Who in lile steadiast hare stood. 
widower ! weep not, 
And, otphans, lament not. 
Weep not by the cold gravet 
Long not that je might have 
Her with yon again ; 
But let her remain 
Alone in the grave, 

In the peace of her last long Abode. 

Far sweeter is death unto her now. 



AFTBR ntX BUBIAI. 

AU hath been finished now ; 
And from the darkened brow 
Of the grave the people move, 
Pondering his own heart to prove. 
Each unto his home. 
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Wbile of the old dead's demesne 

Hallowed fancies come, 
Living and clear, urgent and fain, 
As they visit in thought again 
Xnd again the place where remain 
Their fathers, the sons of many ages, 
Gathered from the ever-tuTiing pages 
Of the volume of time, 
lake a long numing rhyme — 

Old age and jonth, 

Falsehood and tmth. 

Beauty and pride 

Side unto side 

bt that old churchyard, 

In the sacred gnard 

Of hallowed rest. 

Then a behest 

Idoveth the breast 

To be holy and meek, 

Lowly to seek 

lofe unto life, 

Bearing throagh atarife 

Unto the end. 

Trying to bleod 

Lore unto lift. 
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HOME SOBBOW. 

Woe is the gnest 

Of every breast 

As they turn &oin the grave, 



Of melancholy deep. 
Bat their woe is not aa onr woe 
In fervor or depth ; they cannot know 
The fnlnesB to weep 

"Which we know, — 
We who have held the keep 
Of her noble heart, 
Who waa of onr unity the crown, 
And who waa the bosom of onr home, 
Where did the sonl of every member coi 
We know the part, 
As trne moomers, to weep ; 
For never again. 
While time doth remain, 
Bfaall we hear her voice 
Belating in choioe 
Some well-pleBsing tale, 
Which never oonld &il 
The honra to beguile, 
As num y a ft^nil* 
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Ban from face onto &ce. 
But now her wonted place 

Is TKoaat, and we 

Can Borrow fant see 

In all things which she 

By remembrance comes. 
Yet there is a soft tranqail in presence of grief, 
Which fiUeth the bosom of hallowed relief, 
Making the pang sweet which rendeth the heart, 
Soothing the sorrow and easing the smart, 
Leading the mind from rain follies awa^. 
To seek a more sacred and tmthfnl array. 



memory of a mother gone ! 
Whene'er with others, or alone, 

1 hear or breathe that sacred name, 
May it allnre the hallowed flame 
To shine on thee, and lead thy son 
Into a better life, began 
Unworthy that which hatJi been done. 
For him and all, and ns anon. 

In coarse of life I hear the knell 
or monmfal, solemn funeral bell. 
Or see the desp bls«k drapings 9ow 
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Of funeral cortege movuig slow. 
Or, wlien tbe eombre weeds I doii| 
May they of waming not be lone, 
Bat &eely tell, in Bolemn trath, 
The vraning of my boasted yonth ; 
That ore a wbile ihose rites ebail be 
Obsequies fashioned over me. 
Tben heedless, h&sty spirit, paose 
To learn and know the better cause 
Wherefore ye live, and freely ask 
Of wisdom for a fitter task. 



TO THE OBSSBVER. 

Paose, cold observer, panse awhile ; 
Why will not death thy thoughts b^oile P 
Think ye for ever to abide 
By this deluding desert side F 
wanderer, torn ; 

wanderer, stay ; 
"Why will ye spnm 

The voice to-day f 
A little while— 

An hour — may bring 
A broken smile, 
Death on the wing, 
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To bsBT thee down 

Bj laden grief 
Beneath his &oini. 

Tlie tiiDe IB brief. 
Then stay, oh eiay 1 

And lend an ear 
To what the dead — 

The dying aay. 
Thy doom is hid, 

Thy death is near ; 
The Jndge will bid 

Thee soon appear. 
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THE WORLD'S END. 



The gates of heaven are opened, and, behold, 
The herald oomefl npon the wings of night, 
When men in slnmber lie, and when abroad 
The robber goes to plnnder what ha can ; 
And when the Insty hare gone forth to onll 
A night's defilement in an evil way j 
The gambler sittoth at his dizcy game, 
The sotted drunkard feeds his bestial thirst. 
And revel dancers are alond in tnirth. 
Alike the heedless and the godly sleep. 
When from the berald's waking trumpet cx)mea 
The awfiil and BOnorona cadence, which 
Shall roll aronnd the eartti from pole to pole — 
More grand, more great, and more trMnendons than 
The voice of terror in the stormy sky, 
As when a thousand thunders war therein 
An angry war among the heavy cloods. 
And at the soand the wicked tremble sore. 
For now they know an aw^ doom at hand, 
Ajtd qoail to find no rescne from its power. 
The robber drops the plomder from his baud ; 



bvGoogIc 



Tke Wotid^i End. 

The Iiuty startle at the mighty Bonnd, 
And from their heds of sin tarn wildly fbrth ; 
And from his game the gambler leaps amazed 
And terror-straclc ; whereas the dnmkard wakes— 
The sotted dmnlcard — from hia atapid sleep, 
And feels the awfal terrors of the hoar. 
Bat bj the righteooB is the sonnd receired 
Aa the glad tidings which they long have songht ; 
For well they know the glory of the sign, 
When He, their true Deliverer, sbalt come. 
The earth shall tremble and reboond, and all 
The graves shall ope their darkened mouths, nntil 
The long-forgotten dead shaJl come therefrom. 
Then He who is the Jndge appears forth &om 
The heavenly gates ; npon the lorid flame 
His chariot shall roll, and on the clonds 
Of sable smoke, down through the stormy sky, 
Where roar tremendous thunders, mid the cries 
Of agony and fear, which rise anon, 
Heartrending, from the lost, in angnish sore, 
Who call for abolter, but have no reply, 
Save terrors still more awfal than before ; 
Who seek for mercy, when their fearfnl doom 
Shall echo in their ear, " Too late ! too late I " 
Then all the earth shall be engrossed in flame 
From sea to sea, and high the lurid glare 
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Shall rise in streams amid the gloomy olonda ; 
And the great waters, laving on the flame 
Their hoiling waves, shall feed its power ten times, 
And lend their vapors to the bnmiiig air. 
All things shall be conanmed excepting man ; 
And through the flames the righteons shall be led 
Unhurt, as though there were no flame ; whereas 
Tbe wicked shall of tortnres be conceived 
More deep in power than ever known before. 

Then Qa His throne, mid glories so immense, 
The Jndge in dreadfnl majesty appears, 
And looks in thritling calm on all aronnd. 
And on His brow sits equity enthroned, 
And truth and ktve united with it there ; 
80 radiant is &ia presence that, unveiled. 
The eye is dazzled which upon it dwells. 
He calls before Him all the people, and 
Discerns between the evil and the good 
Of all tbe deeds which tbey have done, and weighs 
Together in a balance, one in one, 
The evil and the good of all their thonghts, 
And all their words and mingled purposes. 
Then they to whom the balance falls to ill 
Their judgment thns receive : " Depart^ depart 
Unto the burning lake, for ever fed. 
Te would not hearken to the warning words, 
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And now it is too late. Dep&rt ! depart ! " 
Tliea to the hell eternal they and all 
Tlie tortnrea of tlie world, and fears, and pauu, 
And Inst and anger, malice (md iHftdw*! , 
And pride, and pomp, and every evil thonglit, 
Shall roll together, in a hnming mass, 
Down deeper, deeper to the yawning gnlphs. 
Thus all the mooutainH and great hills shall fly ; 
And seas, and lakes, and rivers of the earth 
Shall vanish aa a cloud before the wind ; 
And He who was the Judge shall now ascend. 
Together with His chosen people, high 
TTuto the heavenly gates, and, entering in, 
Shall have abode throogh day that Icnows no end 
In an Elysinm of nnmsasared joy. 
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THE SABBATH DAT. 

Sweetest and ^rest of the da^a that dawn 
TTpon Eljaian hill, and over lawn, 
And field, and city spread a roseate light ! 
The morning of the Sabbath day — in dight 
Of many a hallowed strain it comes. The bell 
Of eveiy village o'er the plain doth tell, 
From its high seat, within the sacred tower 
Above the honae of God, from hoar to hour, 
A joyons aong ; and in cathedral town 
The gladsome peals break forth and warble down ; 
While throngh tite city every belfrey gives 
A glad reply, which seems to say, " He lives ! 
He lives I " The song of praise is heard ascend, 
Kaised to the heavenly throne, in one to blend 
With angels' song, from many a cottage mng, 
Whera on this day the father with his yoong 
Sits down in peace ; while, in the pine grove down 
The mral glen, a myriad voices crown 
The olear-toned eolo of the warbling thmsh. 
Or oft in ohoms to a dnet flnsh, 
Snng wiUi the fiill-piped blackbird of the yrood. 
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Their notes are joined. The aspect and the mood 

Of everything ia changed, as wont on day 

Of toil ^e crowded city moves to lay 

The hands of slnmber for a time away, 

Bat brings not oat the bnstle and the din 

Which is her weekday aspect ; and within 

Her walls a stilly peace prevails ; the roar 

And Doise of Inmbering w^gon comes no mora 

Along the well-worn street, nor boay tread 

Of envoy, hnirying on, by dnty led, 

To bank, or warehouse, or to coort of law. 

The myriad sonnds have ceased, which nature saw 

Were fit to wait npon the day of toil; 

"Sot mendicant nor ballad beggar foil 

The aacred rest with their asaidaons song. 

And roond the factory door the noisy throng 

Forgets to come as on the other days ; 

Aside her task the weary seamstreBS lays, 

"Sow from the close and fool-aired workroom fires. 

The toilsome shop is closed, and also he 

Who for the week stood there doth taste the sweets 

Of liberty awhile ; the penman meets 

ISo more the tiring scroll ; and now in chain 

The prisoner aits within his dungeon, wan 

And weary ; bat he hears some soothing strain 

Break throogb the thick and Iroii>giided wall ; 
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And then the heaTy shackles seem to fall 
From off his feet ; a strange emotion fills 
Hia soni, and throngh his wasted body thriUs, 
When of the bygone days he thinks in sweet 
And lingering tfaonght ; and then his eyes to meet 
The scanty rays are tamed, and on his mind 
Awhile the captive fate forgets to find 
Its deepest force or weary sigh to send. 

Tom &om the city, and to conntry lend 
A passing thoagbt. All labor is at rest. 
The ploagh lies set, point in the mottled breast 
Of half-tilled field ; the flail is laid above 
The barn's brown wall ; the shining sickles more 
Hot from their keep ; the woodman's axe is still ; 
The golden sheaf doth not the feeder fill ; 
The huntsman's horn is hang behind the door ; 
The delvnr's spade stands idle on the floor ; 
The horse and oxen rmi the open field, 
Set free to graze ; the holloaing drivers wield 
ITo whip or good, and all the swain is free ; 
The laborer walks abroad, and tnms to see. 
With favoring look, the toilings of his hand, 
And fruits of labor rising from the land ; 
The mstio lovers sannter in the fields, 
To talk of love and reap the joy it yields. 

The tower-olook now the worship-honr relates, 
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And every chnrch the worshipper avaits. 
Then thither come the cottar and his irife, 
(Once fair, now farrowed with the cares of li&,) 
With Bona and danghters ; and, behind them near, 
The jovial fiu'mer and hie wife appear. 
Then comes the county sqnire ; till the seats, 
One af^r one, are foil. Then shorUj meets 
The people's eager eye the tranquil &ce 
Of their beloved pastor, in his place. 
He kneels to God, and in deep ferronr prays 
A Bweet and powerfnl prayer ; then he lays 
The open Bible down, and well exponnda 
The message of the SaTioor's love, till bounds, 
For tmtbs so hallowed, every tending heart 
In joy. Then praise is sung ; a ready part 
Takes erety voice to raise a worthy song, 
Wbich breaks from seat to seat the aisle along. 
Then kneel tJie people by the throne of graoe 
To take tiie bleasing, ere they part to pace 
Again the world's besetting path. It &Us 
Among them like as dew upon the palls 
Of parched flowers, to raise and nourish in 
The honr of need the vital spafk within. 

Sweetest and Surest, hallowed day of rest ! 
' Peace " is tby banner and thy mottoed 
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An open boon to alL The Treairy wait^^ 

The weary wait and eigh to see the gate 

Of dawn admit thee forth in eaatem slcy. 

The merchant's daaghter, aa each mom goes hy. 

Looks on the soenes without, and connta the dajs 

That fly — six, five, fonr, three, two, one — and layB 

A bopefiil joy npon the day to come, 

When she shall by her father ait, and some 

Inspiring Tolnme road, or, in a walk 

Throngb wood or rale, employ the time In talk, 

Sweet and instmctiTely. The widow waits 

To see her aon come home, and anxious gets 

When near the hoar has drawn that she shall hear 

The step of her sole comforter draw near, 

yfiHi whom on earth she findeth sweetest joy. 

The orphans wait, and every night employ 

A time in prayer, that Ood be pleased to spare 

Their elder brother, and bestow him fair 

And happy days. They long ^e Babbath day } 

For then be comes among them, and doth lay 

A oheerfnl spirit to the hnmlde home ; 

Pore and delicions tmtha he tells them &om 

A flowing heart, and they all lore him well. 

All people lore the Sabbatli — ^they who dwell 
In early yeara of innocence and joy. 
And they of lusty prime, whom carea employ 
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A thousand autnm to tangle or to atsm. 
Bnt more thui all, the Sabbsth is to them 
A day of sweet ddight irtio totter near 
The preomcts of the grave wittiODt a fear — 
Tea, rather, with a joyons hope ere long 
To leave the weary ranks they now belong. 
Of feeble age, and, passing death's dark throng, 
Attun tho kingdom of eteiiial song. 
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BBATHT ADORNED. 

Of Iftte stood Time amid the scenes of life. 
With hoary locks and beard of silveiy graf, 
And furrows deep upon his sage-like broir. 
Beside him was a dial of hnge size, 
Whereby he shewed the minntes as they grew 
To hoars, and days, and years in silent haste. 
He was in wistful mood, and, while I saw. 
Did point his finger to the midnight boor. 
'Twas in a dream this wondrons scene appeared. 
Or in that stnpor which is known between 
The role of sleep and wake, when neither claim 
The power of holding a snpreme command. 
Which may be call'd half slnmber and half wake. 
Uorphens had drawn his stilly presence nigh. 
And hitsh'd all things into a calm profbnnd. 
A thousand wondrous thonghts upon my mind, 
In order unaccounted, had gone by. 
Then as they passed a striking vision came ; 
'Twsfl bright and lucent as the early dawn. 
Which pays obeisance to a smiling mom. 
The stage of life was there befcve me set; 
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The onrtain rose, and on it I b^ield 
A maiden fair, the foremoBt in the act. 
Her inieii wa« noble, and she held erect 
A form which was in Beauty's garb arraTod. 
Her eje was Bparkling as the morning dew. 
And fhll of language — full that it o'erflowed. 
Her t«etfa were white and pore aa Winter snow i 
I saw them peer hetween her cherr]' lips, 
As these were moving in a graciona smile, 
Which traced her featnreB like a sUreiy Btream, 
And ran &om view adown her dove-like neck. 
Her cheek was blooming as a new-blown rose ; 
A modest flash came o'er it as she stood. 
Her voice was sweet like mnaio on the air, 
Thrown from a harp tonched by a fiury sprite ; 
And in her look a happy trasqnil dwelt. 
Bonnd with the crown of virtue which she wore 
Upon her brow (a diadem of genu) 
Were the sweat flowers of pnritj, which gave 
A charm more sweet than all the rest to see. 
In short, she was perfection's perfect choice, 
And Beanty's fairest child of all the gionp 
Of Eve'a nnnombered daoghteia, who abide^ 
Or have abode, amid theee mingled soenea. 
'Twas now the season of her noonday prime, 
Wlurau ab» might have gloried if she would ; 
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Bnt the calm spirit which within her mored 

Would not allow like vamtieB to rise. 

Amid the lucent BtraamB of mellow light, 

Which showered its fullest Boftnesa down on her, 

She stood — the beanteons maiden stood adored. 

To see the gay perfection of her chamui 

Came wonder, peering forth ; for he was Inred 

With an intense delight to see a form 

Clothed and adorned in such simplicity, 

Tetof nnhonnded elegance the while. 

And far her fame had spread thronghont the land. 

Then soon from town and city nnmbera oame, 

And &om the qniet of their country homes, 

To cast their admiration at her feet ; 

For they had longed with their own eyes to see 

Her nymph-like form, and with their ears to hear 

The mnsic of her yoice, and for themselTea 

To read the language of her sparkling eye. 

And many songht to win her as his own ; 

And to her shrine they brought rich offerings oUf 

Each of the best and choicest of his stores. 

And she beheld the riohes which they brought, 

And heard the words of flattery which tb^ bore, 

And marked the attentions lavished onto her, 

But gave no heed to these, and deemed thraa aU 

As idle and deluding Tanities j 
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For she beheld tliey songht the outward ohanns, 

But minded not the treaanrefl of the heart, 

Which are more preoiooB than all other gain. 

Bo she did make, in firm yet kindly words, 

An answer of refiisal unto each, 

And held her from them in discreet reserre. 

Erewhile another came, whom she beheld 

SoQght more the secret worth than ontward charms, 

And that he was in every purpose fair. 

And just and honorable, ^ne and good, 

And that he bronght no dazzling gifts io tempt 

Her with, that he might win her heart and hand. 

And he in silent heed did note awhile 

Her natnre and the ordering of her ways. 

And was mnoh pleased to see them ordered well. 

And that the beauties of a virtnons mind 

Were not extinguished by her ontward charms, 

As is, alas I the case too frequently. 

Then from this admiration yet awhile 

Did rise a love &ir and redprooal ; 

And in due course he sought her heart and baud. 

And she did yield them gladly unto him. 

Thus th^ were in the bonds of wedlock joined, 

To mete the measure of their lives in one ; 

And in their home was harmony and peace, 

And in all things they were together true. 
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Time stood, and from Ub hand the hoars, and days, 

AnoD) and years delt listlMslj away ; 

And, eie a irhQe, she merged on ripened years, 

With many honors rising &om her paUi, 

Had SODS and danghters, and had tnuned them well. 

As it is fitting that a mother should. 

And had her missios filled in every way. 

Then was her act concluded, and she left 

The scenes of life and all the changes there, 

And came in gladness to a higher realm, 

And there abode together with the just. 

Who to their Maker give the glory dne, 

And who in the a&irs of lifb forget 

N'ot to ascnbe Him praise and worship most. 

The cnrtain fell, and, lo ! a olear, strange Toioe 
Broke &om the hidden scenes, declaring thos, 
And with the words a thrilling power was home^ 
That every passer in amazement tamed : 
" Blessed are they who walk in virtne's way ! 
A maid of virtne is a precionB gem. 
More priceless than the pearl of many seas. 
Her mind is pore as snow which Winter breathes, 
White and nnspotted with the stains of time. 
Her memory is like the gorgeoos son, 
Which hath gone down behind the distant hills, 
Tet sends a stream of glory from its seftt 
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Upon tlie finnameiil) whara onoe it rode, 

Difihsbg there a sweet and golden light. 

Bo shall the reoollectiona of her flhine 

Upon tbe hearts of men, who in her time 

Did know her worth and the &ir firnita i^iereof." 

Scarce had these words been nttered, whra again 
The cortain roee, which hid the aiage of life ; 
And, Id ! I saw the like &ir aoenes were there, 
Which in the former act had been displayed ; 
Bat she who atood the foremost !n the act 
Was other maiden, y«t as sweet and &ir. 
Her every limb of hetmtj was adorned, 
And in her &ce did winning brigbtneea ahine. 
A manner gay she had, which onto men 
Was sweet and oharm&l, that whoe'er beheld 
Was at tba sight of thrilling rapture filled ; 
And all her mirth was gay and ever fall, 
And all her lu^hter franght of dftnning taiL 
A rogniah eye she had, from which went forth 
Glances askance, to plnnder, as they wot. 
From, simple hearts, whioh oonld not torn awsy 
The wily darts whioh she oast nnto them. 
Her cheek was bright, and of a rosy hoe, 
And wondrous was the &ahion of her lips. 
And they did seem to speak soft tales of love 
Jn eveiy motion which pervaded them. 
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Which tnmed to faptore all who g»zed thereon, 

So deep the passion which they ponied forth. 

Her locks were g^olden, and with braids entwined 

In anch a magic maimer, and they waved 

Upon the breezes in a sporlaTe way. 

Her raiment was of Fashion's last design, 

And BO arranged to shew her perfect form 

In all the fine proportions it displayed. 

Her soft white arms were bared nnto the view, 

And scarce she needed other charm to hold. 

Than did the vesture sideward drawn reveal 

Of beauty lying is a tranquil sleep 

Upon a pillow of the sweetest form. 

And she was proud of graces like to these ; 

And sadly well she did her beanty know. 

Forth &om the r&nks of town and city came 
A host of pert admirers, to gaze 
Upon her sweet and all-bewitching charms, 
And cull a little frolic from her hand. 
And she was free and opeu unto all, 
And held to each full gaiety and wit. 
And on her manner kept no check at all, 
And strove to seem more pleasing every honr, 
And loved the admiration which th^^ gave. 

Time stood, and from his hand the hoon, and dayi^ 
Anon, and years dealt listlessly away ; 
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And one by one her chantiB were seen to ^ ; 
For every year, aa it aped on its oonrse, 
Plucked from, the flower of purity a leaf, 
And from her beanty took the brifthtest gem, 
Until all rirtae had been torn away, 
And beauty ehom of every single germ. 
ThnB was her ruin sealed, and day by day 
She sank into more hopeleae depths of sin, 
And waB more hardened unto evil ways. 
Her form grew haggard and Tincoiith to see. 
And in her eye a dark defiance frowned. 
Her Bonl tnrned black nnto its very core, 
And waa polluted as a mountain stream 
Dragged with the flnid from a bloody war. 
Her brow was stamped with hatred and revenge. 
Woe and diatraotion, from theae loathsome fonta, 
Fierce as hell-torrenta, bnrst npon her path ; 
And she did spnm repentance. And I saw 
The Evil One from depths of darkness come ; 
And in her way he set a fearfnl pit. 
And death appeared the entrance therennto. 
Then it was opened wider in her way ; 
I heard an awfnl ahriek, and, lo ! beheld 
That she was swallowed in its bonndless depths. 

Thus was the act conclnded, and again 
The onrtoin fell upon the stage of life ; 
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And all who saw it trembled at tlie scene, 

Asd deatUike was the calm wliicli stood around, 

And erery breath was held for very fear. 

Then the same voice was heard again which spoke 
Snch words of wisdom in the former scene. 
And now the cnrtain was again withdrawn. 
And ever; form had vanished from the view, 
Save he who spake and hoaiy-headed Time ; 
And Time still stood and dealt the honrs awaj. 
And over all a mighty change had come ; 
Old things had gone, and others held their place ; 
And he who was the speaker stood nprif^ht, 
And was adorned with raiment pnre and whit«. 
He stood BniTonnded by a dazzling light ; 
Uore bright his presence was than gorgeous sons, 
Whereas he had an eye of wondrons power. 
Imposing was his presence to behold. 
And these the words in stirrmg force he spake : 
" Panse, all ye yonng, ye thonghtless ones who nm 
In wild delight among the gay-home paths, 
Which pleasnrB spreads enticingly aronnd. 
youth delnded ! dwell not in the thonght 
That they shall prosper for eternal years. 
Tmth is profonnd, and this more deep than all — 
That beanly is hat like a passing charm, 
And yontfa a landmark by the way of Time — 
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A stage which soon his chariot roUs by. 

And leaTca in dark obacurity behind, 

As it drires on to the etenuil gates. 

Then panae, and be not blinded by the show 

Of Buoh an idle TQni^. Te know 

An end awaits the sojoom here below." 

These were bis warnings. Then metbooght I law, 

One on each hand, the two eternal gates ; 

Whereto he tamed, and, opening one, disclosed 

Realms of most wondrons beanty, and therein 

Were beings of a loveliness nntold ; 

And all aronnd appeared to give them joy, 

And in their midst dwelt onity and love. 

And they were clothed in raiments pnrely grand, 

With diadems of honor on their brows ; 

And sweet the mnsic was which hovered round, 

And this appeared an everlasting feast. 

Then he did close, without a word or sign, 

This gate, and to the other mutely went. 

And, opening which, disolos^d to the view 

8ach ghastly scenes of torture, and therein 

Were creatnres seething in eternal flame ; 

And loathsome was their presence to behold. 

And woe and agony were ever in their midst. 

And bitter were the strifes, in which they bore 

An angry hate to other wretches doomed 
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Alike with them to welter in itfl toil. 

These were the eoenes. Then, mutely as before, 

He closed the gate, and ranisbed &om the view. 

And every gazer stood in wonder bound, 

Until upon the distance came the sound 

Of ch&riotA sod horsemen ; and, erewhile, 

Came rolling np the chariotB of Time 

In qnick snocession ; and I saw therein, 

Beings conveyed to the eternal gates ; 

Some nnto that o'er which these golden words 

Were traced in figures ever bold and bright ; 

" Enter, ye blessed, to eternal joy ; " 

And others nnto that o'er which I saw, 

" Enter, ye cursed, to eternal doom." 

Then fell the curtain on the scene, and, lot 

I woke &om slomber, and it was a dream. 
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WALTER. 

AN ACB08TIC. 

While rigor lives, and yonih's brief time ia still. 
Apply thy mind to wiBdom, and fulfil 
Life's noble piirpoBe, which is " Qood to all." 
Thus cull s iaTor which shall never fall ; 
Enriched of labors, so enshrine thy name ; 
Repose at last in peace witli honored &me. 
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I ARRIVAL IN LBITH DOCKS, OK A 
VISIT TO SCOTLAND. 

The son had risen but an honr. 

And Bpread his golden ra; 
O'er sea, and land, and garden bower, — 

Thna dawned a gloriooB day. 

A Btillj calm prevailed to rest 

On the BiiTTOimding scene ; 
Scarce conld npon the ocean's breast 

Be a faint ripple seen, 

The Hofl, fresh air of Summer mom 

Stood peacefully aroond, 
When we, npon the oceui borae^ 

In view of Leith were foond. 

I rose in hEtste to hail the sight 

Of Scotland's lovely shore, 
Which to my mind bronght &DOiea hri^ti 

And thongbta of days of yore. 
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The good old castle towering stood 

Majestic o'er the scene ; 
Defiance from its rooky rood 

Waa alway frowning seen. 

I thonght, bad it the power to apeak, 

What stories could it tell ; 
What deeds of darkness could it break, 

Or mysteries dispel. 

Aroond its seat, in hidden gore, 
Fonl deeds of rengeanoe sleep, 

Which caused orphans to implore, 
And widows oft to weep. 

And now, in close sncceseion, see 

The smoky ringlets rise, 
From, many a chimney-top aet free, 

Ascending to the skies. 

Then comes there to salute the ear 
Faint fragments of a soand ; 

And mingled noises soon I hear, — 
The bnatle tm-na profonnd. 
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From damber aa the dty wakes, 

And Doty gives her oaU, 
And for each man a miasioii malcea,— 

A daty gives to all ; 

Then set I foot apon the shore — 

The shore I long to gain ; 
It shall be dear for evermore, 

WLile memory I retain. 
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To Sarah. 

heil recollectionB, like the proud son's ray, 
UlomiDatfl and cheer each lonely day, 
B«Btore a peace, afford a tranquil rest, 
Create a joy in yonr oft troubled breast ; 
And when kind elnmber doth its tendance lend, 
And angels sweet around thy pillow bend, 
tlay dreams of happy hoars thy spirit cheer — 
Fond dreanifl of they who to thy heart a.re dear. 
Bnt tell me, love, what is the lingering thought 
Which seeks a presence, from the distance bronght, 
Far, far away, and which, with pleasing spells, 
Doth mingle here and there a word which teUs — 
Oh sadly tme ! — that ye shall meet no more 
The one yon love ? These thonghts are very sore ; 
The spirit sinks in grief and sadness low, 
And thrilling shudders throagb the being flow. 
Farewell, farewell, my cap of earthly joy ! 
I drain the dregs, and they are now alloy. 
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Tbe day had passed as otber days do pass, 
Wttli record made of all the deeds 

Performed by one, or two, or a wbole maas,- 
Zt matters not, for all concedes. 

Tbe ann in tarn had lit the eastern sky, 
Performed bis circuit to the west, 

Diffnsitig light and beat below and bigb. 
And there had sank bis golden crest. 

Monotony hod likewise marked my course — 
By that I mean tbat nothing rare 

Had happened at all, to eanse recourse 
To friendly joy or cold despair. 

A pleasant ramble by tbe ocean side — 

May be it was the company 
Tbat added joy when I did watch the tide 

Boll on (he shore of the great sea. 
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Tliis o'er, thought turned to urge a night's 
An old, thougli ever new, retreat — 

To rest tbe veary body, and to close 
Tlie mind awhile in tranqnila sweet. 

But, prior to this, I thoaght it might be well 
To store some food into tbe mind, 

And on the wonders of the day to dwell, 
There fitting nourishment to find. 

The comic thoughts of famons " Punch " were 
Then something dry, hut suited more 

As wholesome food — so some old fogies said — 
" The Daily News," let none deplore. 



For comfort's sake — which people always mind, 

Excepting ladies, when the boolc 
Of modes another pleasing style can find. 

And then they think more how they look.. 

An instance take of chignon (dead folk's hair) — 

A lady, I know well, remarked, 
"I wish I was not forced those things to wear. 

But fashion must be always marked." 
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Agftin I sa.y, for oomfort'a take alone 
Tbe conoh I Bought, and tlionght it beat 

Awhile to reet my weary body on j 
The ireftry always seek for rest. 

The chranicle of newB a time was naed, 

At firfit with anderetanding clear ; 
It gave inatraotion, and Bometimes amused, 
(A mixture there for any seer.) 

A nod then came, and eoon I winged my flight 

Away into the land of Kod ; 
All earthly things were lost to sense and sight ; 

A fairy land my footsteps trod. 

The distance might have been an inch, a mile, 
Or thoQBands, — ten, for what I know; 

It seemed a pleasant place, for still a smile 
Was on my face ; I liked it so. 

Wrapt in those &iry dreams of pleasant lands, 

A gentle pressure on my lips. 
Of softest toach, like that of fairy hands. 

And sweet as thongh with honey tips, 
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Sainted me, and snch a silvery sound 
Came with it, whicli as magio fell 

Upon my ear, so Bweet and bo profound. 
It is a stolen Idsa Z t«IL 
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THE OEPHAN BOY. 

See that poor, deeerted, homelees boj, 

All lonely, sad, and weary ; 
Nothing to cheer his wee heart to joy. 

All melancholy dreary. 
For his heart ia heavy, and he sobs ; 

Tear-dropB trickle from his eye ; 
Aa in solitude he eite and throbs, 

Oay people pass Mm by. 

The poor wee boy. 



Ifo mother has he, bo kind and dear. 

To vipe his big tears away, 
K'B heavy heart to gladness cheer, 

Or soft words of kindness say ; 
Ifo father a Lome to provide, 

From the Winter's chilly blast ; 
Bat anywhere he may abide,— 

A deserted, poor oatcast. 

The poor wee boy. 
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A BEIGHT DAY, AFTER A SEASON OF 
DULL WEATHER. 

How snuling all tlie people seem ! 
On every face behold a gleam ; 
Each heart of joy must brim^ teem. 
And thus send forth a cheering beam. 

The gloomy clonds have passed awaf , 
And bright and glorioiiB is the day ; 
The snn gires forth a genial ray. 
And gentle breezes mnsio play. 

'Tis strange — but no more strange than tme — 
That clondy weather can construe 
TJnto onr thonghts a gloomy view, 
That aU things seem of dismal hne. 

Bnt with a clear, transparent sky. 
All gloomy thonghts as qnickly fly, 
And bright and happy ones supply 
Their place, and raise oar spirits high. 
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And thus we in the world shall find 
The rongh and Bmooth will be combined, 
Ordained b; One who meanetb kind. 
To brace the firmnesa of the mind. 



bvGoogIc 



HUSIO. 

Come, mosic eweet ; come, mnaic, to mo here ; 
In softest strains of melody appear ; 
Fonr on this wonnded Iieart thy healing balm, 
Prepared to soothe, and troabled spirits calm. 
E'er since the time that on this monldy ball 
Man held a place, and that before the fall. 
The yonthfnl world was held in no reserve ; 
For thy enchanting strains did pleasure serre 
The yoang creation, and they hailed the sound. 
Bnt then the Anthor's work did all rebonnd 
With perfect mirth, and too sic in it all. 
Till evil spirits caused man to fall. 
Bat when the fmit was tasted and thonght good, 
First by the woman, then the man, as food, 
Tbongh the condition was at first so placed, 
That they might nse or all the produce taste 
Of the fair garden, save alooe one tree. 
Which in the centre stood, and there to be 
Uatoachod ; but, notwithstanding these commands, 
The rosy frait looked tempting in Ere's hands. 
Where it was by the conning serpent placed. 
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Her vftterisg teeth tlie dimplad apple traced 

It suited weU her palat« when she ate ; 

She gave to man, and then waa sealed their fkte. 

Wlien in the book of record was inscribed 

This scene so sad, aa man to evil bribed, 

Mnsio Btill came, but with it came alloy, 

For BonndB of sadness came with soimds of joy. 

At first the mosic was but nature's own ; 
Tet who will not in ready jastice own 
That nature's notes in beaaty &r excel 
All sounds that art's prodnotion can impel. P 
Who this can question, if they lend an ear 
Unto the lark that, ponnng music clear, 
Makes all the sphere for many miles around 
With his gay song re-echo and resoond ; 
Or, pausing, marks the sweet, melodions lay 
The nightingale at stilly night doth lay ; 
Or listens to the mora or evening praise, 
As the wild warblers blended chorus raise, 
The hnm of bee, as dnty it fulfils, 
The rippling stream that sports among the hills, 
The constant mnrmnr of the mighty seas. 
Or pensive sighing of the Summer breese, 
Which, rambling, rustles through the leafytrees. 
The choice of favor it may well command ? 
Tet art's prodadion may in honor stand, 
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And hear tlie pndsM whioh her lover tells. 
Who doth not love to hear the Sabbath bells ? 
Or who attend, withoat an inward sigh, 
The geniJe song which maidens' lips enpply, 
While on the harp with slcil&l tonch is played 
BesponBiTe song, in harmony conveyed F 
Or who can hear the noble martial strain, 
And not be moved to long the BoandB again f 
The deep, grand notes of noble organ who 
Can mutely tend, as they go thrilling througb, 
From aisle to aisle of some cathedral old. 
And, rising, still their richer sonnds nnfold F 

The lore of mnsio in the bod appears 
i^t in the child of sweet and early years ; 
Then in the yonth its early leaves unfold ; 
The &nit it bears in manhood's time behold ; 
Until the Antmnn comes, old age enthr^ 
Dec»y sets in, and then the leaflet &Ub. 
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THE EVIL ONE. 

The DeTil is ont unfettered ; 

Hifi dena lie deep in hell ; 
pi a power is scarcely bettered : 

Who can his cunning tell ? 

He roama in raving hunger ; 

The world is his courBe ; 
He's dreadfol more than thander 

Where'er he has reconrse. 

DestrnctioD w&nders with him. 
And death in in his hand ; 

A mighty host is with him ; 
Well arm^d is hia band. 



He lies in ambnsh for thee ; 

He horers near thy path ; 
He follows ever by thee ; 

An aim on thee he hath. 
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Then IiaBte thee, haste thee ; eiirelj 
Ye soon will feel his power. 

Be watchfiU, be not weary ; 
Let not thy epirit cower. 

The path ia steep and narrow ; 

'Tis ragged, rough, uid torn ; 
A harsh, a testing harrow, 

Beset with many a thorn. 

There yawns a mighty chasm ; ' 

The fearfnl pit is deep ; 
'Tib terror bat to see them ; 

It makes the spirit creep. 

No guide bat One is able 
To lead thee safely throngh ; 

All others are unstable. 
Unfit, ontrifid, ontme. 

Fly to the rock for safety — 
The rock he cannot climb ! 

Fly ! fly ! nor think it hasty ; 
And trnst not fickle time. 
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FRIENDSHIP. 

And friendship is the Bacred name — 

The name I love to hear ; 
Gives to mj heart a sacred flame, 

And music to mj ear. 

Yes, frienddiip is a joy indeed, 
A peacelnl, fragrant bower; 

To which doth mon^ a soul recede 
In tribnlatioQ'B hoar ; 

And there its load of sorrow- lays, 

Feels conscious of relief, 
Soothed by the balm which it displays 

For heiJing woonds of grief. 

Its paths are pleasant and serene ; 

They lie in pleasnie's way; 
It is tme pleasure — there is seen 

No base, no false array. 
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And anger lays her down 
Amid the placid scenes Bronnd, 

To bask away her frown. 

And there that childhood ofb is seen 

To spread its pnrest glee. 
And hold its dimpled arms in ween 

To friendship pnre ond free. 

'Tia there that riper manhood goes 

And feeble age reolines ; 
For it the genial sonshind knows, 

WMch on hei' pathway shines. 

True friendship's fervonr ne'er grow^ cold ; 

Its lamp doQi alway bom ; 
lis bean^ never waxeth old ; 

Its sh&dowB never tnm. 

The waters are both sweet and pure. 
Which through its oonrses flow ; 

Snch as wonld sonls of tropbte lore ; 
'Tis tltey who try them know. 
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Were old and ^onng togethor joined, 
In friendBliip'B paths to tread, 

What blessings wonld thereby rebound 
On manj a sorrowing Iiead ! 
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TO THE SPIEIT OP POETRT. 

Hail, spirit of poetic flame ! 

Thine is the theme for me ; 
Thine are the realms — the gloriorts realms 

My fancy longs to see. 

What seraph on the mngs of Hght 

Can bear a charm like thee ? 
And where, in fancy's wide domain, 

Can fitter grandenr be ? 

Behold thy ahadows on the s^. 

Thy gloiy in the snn ; 
And o'er the earth, as light as air. 

Thy &iry footsteps ran. 

I see thee in the smiling mom 

And in the glowing noon. 
Thy sparkling brightness in the stars, 

Thy beanties in the moon. 
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I see thy bark go gliding on 

O'er ail the mighty seas. 
I hear thy voice upon the storm, 

And gentler on the breeze, 

Comes thrilling with the narbling notes 

The lark pours ont on high. 
And in the blackbird's evening song 

Flows to my pathway nigh ; 

Gomes with the hrooklet'e mnrmnring voice, 

And &om the ocean wave. 
Which Neptnne in hie choice sees &t 

UpKin the shore to lave. 

I hear the mde, proBaio law 

Ponr out its vile abuse, 
In earnest with its hitter vice 

Uy fancy to seduce. 

Yet let the sceptic whet his scythe. 

Thy beaoties to deplore ; 
Bo shall I love them fonder still, 

And seek thy presence more. 
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To the Spirit of Poetry. 

The proud revilors who emplojf 
Their tongues u poisoned darta 

I deem of rade, anpolished taste, 
TTncoatli and ahaUow hearta. 
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BOYISH DATS. 

Hwl, happy thought — 

Street, happy thought 

Of boyish days ! 
Can hope no more arise P 
Can I no moro gurmiBe 
That they will come i^ain F 

All happy sport ! 

All fiweet resort 

To merry games, 
To which, with spirit light, 
I often did nnite 
In free and boy-like glee ! 

The welcome call 

To hat and baU 

I nsed tohear 
With that intense delight. 
So free, and pnra, and bright, 
Which only boys can know. 

The merry gambols 

And country rambles 

I loved to join. 
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Boyith Day$. 

With admirBtion high, 
To which no fear was nigh. 
Are they for Bver gone ? 
Tee, they are gone — 
For ever gone ; 
In time's abyBB 
I Bee them foundering fast ; 
It soon will be the last — 
The dying breath of diem. 
'Tie Borrow now 
Bedecks my brow, 
And BViry care 
lAee waiting in my patii ; 
Prerailing power it hath 
To bear the aprit down. 
Bat let me rise 
To win the prize. 
Which is for those 
Who triumph o'er despair, 
And, pasaing every care, 
Fight bravely to the end. 
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BEAUTY. 

Beaaty, as the roM of Samioer, 

For a BBOBon looketh gay ; 
Ere a while it fades and falleth ; 

So doth beauty pass away. 

Charms, the brilliant and entidng, 

Sparkle to allure awhile ; 
But they are the world's vain treasore. 

And an ontward, fleetisg wile. 

There is yet a charm more pleaaing 
Than the outward to behold ; 

'Tia a humble spirit, easing 
Filgrima onward to the fold. 

This the st^he of time shall never 
Bob of its adonusg grace ; 

Bat shall leave it laurels ever 
To bedeck its resting place. 
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Benvty. 

'Tib the muden who shall win them 
Walks in yirtne'e modest way. 

Heeding not the world's gay treasure, 
"MiniliTig not the worldliiig's way. 

Not the maiden who rejoiceth 
Td ahonnd in Tannting show ; 

This shall in the time forsake her. 
When her hope hath ennken low. 
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My Schoohnatet. 



MT SCHOOLMATES. 

Oil ! where have all my aohoolmates gone, 

With whom I used to play, 
In harmless sport and happy glee, 

For many a pleasant day P 

It grieveB me much whene'er I think 

That I no more may see 
The happy &cra of the few 

Who Bohoolmatee were to me. 

To seek them would be frnitlesB toil ; 

I know not where they are ; 
For np and down the world wide 

They're scattered near and far. 

Some still are in the natiTe place, 

Some far beyond the sea, 
Some trading on the mighty main, 

Some in etemify. 
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Tht Departed Year. 



THE DEPARTED TEAR. 

Farewoll, departed year ! 
How Bwiftly have thy golden momeate fled ! 
Gone to the past, 

In the dark lays of record to repose ; 
Whence might be culled a tale 
Which wonld impeach oar name — 
The way we spent the precionB hours, 
Whereof to learn we shudder, in the tfaongbt 
That tJiey passed from us aa a worthlees thing, 
While all our heed to idleneas was lent. 
Recall the olden deeds, 
Review the acta performed, and see 
How they will bear the scnitiny ye give. 
How do the deeds of ill 
Throng round the retrospective glance ! 
While few and feeble are the acts of truth. 
Where is the profit we have gained ? 
Or where the good a brother took from ns ? 
Let na not spurn the many warnings shewn. 
Who may not from the ranks of friendship glean 
One name, or more, in saorod reverence held. 
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186 The Departed Year. 

Of somo dear friend, departed now, 

Bnt nho, while we g&ve welcome to the year jnst gone. 

Was with ns, and who held 

A love deep rooted in oar hearts, 

And who, we once had hope, 

Would Beasona more reinain to comfort na. 

The present onra. 

May we of wiedom learn the way to live ; 

For who can know that we may live 

To see tfau year depart, or see another come 9 

Now let OS to the year departed say &rewoll ; 

For it has gone, with al! its joya and cares, 

Which, ere we knew, mored &om oor presence, and 

Another came ; which is the old seat dts, whereof 

We wander what its conrse may yield. 

And all around mysteriona fancies rise. 

Snt darkneaa o'er the scene a cnrtain holds, 

And veils from view what is npon the time 

Which is to come. 
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To the Snowdrop. 



TO THE SNOWDROP. 

Onward ever time is passing ; 

Forward still it hies ; 
By the way delaying never, 

In constant speed it flies. 
By days and years we number make, 

And lay ont every st^e ; 
While change in many a form appears, 

To mark eaob passing age. 

Bnt, mid the changing scenes of time, 

Thy pale head stall appears, 
To shew that, in her beanty clad, 

Loved Spring's sweet presence nears. 
With soothing balms she comes snpplied. 

Prepared to bestow 
Them &eely on each tronbled head ; 

For &eely do they flow. 

Bnt thou, the first of all her band, 

The lairest of her gems. 
We hail thee as a welcome guest. 

Which Winter still contemns. 
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To the Snmadrop. 

For thou art still the harbinger 

(A credit to her choice) 
To tell that pleasant times draw nigh. 

For which let all rejoioe. 

What artist's pencil e'er could traoe, 

Or painter's brash apply 
On canras, such a perfect form 

As thy frail leaves snpply P 
They are more pore than mnning brook, 

And whiter than the snow — 
The winter garment of the gronnd, 

Which soon will beauty shew. 

No giddy grandenr veeteth thee ; 

No fitlesfl fashions flow ; 
Thy mien retains a modest air, 

Whence hidden graces shew. 
From this might many a maiden &ir 

A lesson good receive : — 
That gny appearance fades away, 

And tondn bnt to deceive. 
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^tring. 



Blest bearer of peace, she comsB in tier gnndonr ; 

I hear the sweet echo, and hear it ^ain, 
Through the foreBto of trees and o'er the green fields, 
In Bonnds of contentment, in mngic's eweet atr^n. 

She rides in the skies, and she oom^ on the breeze 
From her mansions so aerial, illumined, and fair ; 

They siand in a mystery on&thomed by thonght, 
And who can describe them, or who can tell where ? 



The aonnd of her footstep, the tone of her call 
Ib hailed with rtijoioings— rejoicings of joy; 

Her whisper bo gentle, her breathings of peace 
All feelings of Badness allure and decoy. 

The birds of the air, the warbling songsters. 

The thrash and the blackbird uniting send higher. 

By addii^ their songs to choms of chorus, 
R^^lonble her welcome and sing a sweet lyre. 
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190 Spring. 

See, through the dark soil, in patient prooeeBion, 
The flowers aj« b^inniitg again to appear ; 

From beds of repose, from darkest of hidings, 
la caotion most careful they canningly peer, 

And seemingly oak, in anxions desire, 

If 'tis the voice of Spring, if 'Winter's no more ; 

All longing the time when howling blasts go. 
To crown her their queen from shore unto shore ; 

To spread a rich carpet, hj nature entwined, 
Pave all her pathways with richest of gems ; 

To stnd it with beauty in grandest profhsion. 
With roses and daisies on stalks and on stems. 

Then welcome right gladly, then welcome, awoet Spring ! 

Let all be united, let every one sing ; 
Blended in a lyric let every voice be, 

Tour fairest of praises and sweetest notes bring. 
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J^e BereavemetU. 



THE BEBEAYEMENT. 
Wrilfmjbr S. L. 

Beside a bed of sickneaB sat 

A mudes jonng and fair, 
Tom from the Bceaea of yoathand joy, 

Her loved one was laid tliere. 

She watched with an nnoeamng oare 

From morning nntil night, 
Nor left him in tlie stilly boars 

Before tbe morning light. 

She marked each feebly passiiig breath 

And every burdened sigb ; 
Nor grew she weary of the taak ; 

No sleep came to her nigh. 

She kissed his cheek, his pillow smoothed, 
His burning brow sbe bathed ; 

And with a balmy fillet oft 
Hid aching temples swathed. 
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The Bereavement. 

Into the iritare deep and long 

Her brooding thongbts woald pry; 

She coald not think tbat he mnst soon — 
Tha.t be mnst truly die. 

And yet she saw tbe ruddy hne 

Paae from bis cbeek away, 
And that the lustre of his eye 

Qrew fainter every day. 

At last a gentle sleep he alept, 
And hope came in her breast, 

As she beheld the tranquil smiles 
Which on his featares rest. 



She sat and sighed, " Ah mo I ah m 

Oh for the time again 
When I shall see thy happy smile 

Its wonted mirth regain ! 

Then shall we, as in time before. 
The tranqnU hours employ 

In love and in a measure fnll 
Of unpollnted joy." 
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The Bervavemenl. 1 

Oh, ofaild of hope ! She knew not then 

That he who 1^ her hij 
Was closed in death's nnyielding arms, 

His spirit home nway. 

And when she tamed from these &ir draams. 

And saw he breathed do more, 
Oh ! wodiil was it to behold 

The grief the maiden bcffe. 

Bhe grasped the pale and lifeless form ; 

Her tears fell on it fast ; 
She sat the long night through and wept, 

And wept the noonday past, 

No more she oares for earthly things. 

Nor Eriendiy presence nigh s 
These gladly now would leare behind, 

And now wonld gladly die. 

Detu- tnonmer, is there nonght to calm — 

To soothe thy tronhled breast f 
Is there no balm to heal its wonnds, 

And give thy spirit rest ? 
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The Bereavement. 

Tes ! there is one — a fragraDt balm, 
A foantoia filled with lore, 

Which floweth ever Ml and free 
In the bright realms above. 

'Tis tJiera the weary and the sad 
Can comTortia troe receive. 

And there the bleeding heart alone 
Its angnish can relieve. 

Oh 1 brightly yet the star of hope 
Sends forth its radiant beams. 

And sweetly yet the voioe of love 
In friendly welcome gleams. 

Then raise thy t«ar-bedimmed eyes, 
And call its bounty down ; 

Which, if in fkith ye seek, will flow. 
And all thy sorrows diown. 
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FAEBWELL. 

Farewell ! ferewell ! a ead farewell 
Mj bodI can only give. 

And Cfm it be 

That I may see 
Thy cherished face no more, — 
See it again no more P 

I cannot tell, I must not tell 
The sorrow that is mine ; 
Bnt while I live 
Yet will I give 
A lingering thought to thee, 
A happy thought to thee. 

And to those days, those happy days, 
I often will recur. 

Which we have spent, 
Oapleasnres bent, 
Together bonnd by peacefhl joy — 
A fair, a pure, a loving joy. 

Farewell ! farewell ! 
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In Fana/ Bound. 



IS FANCY BOTJKD. 



I lost myself in labyrinths of unexplored delight, 
Id wandering from the paths of steraer trath ; 

They seemed, beyond a doabt, all pleasing, &ir, ee 
and bright, ■ 
Bncb as would chaim the wonder of a yoatb. 



Behind, before, and all aroond, appearing to the eye 

As one concerted scene of peacefol joy. 
With pleasing streama of nnpollnted pleasure Sowing by, 

And in it all I saw no base alloy. 



The scope was boondless, and I wandered, still admiring 
all, 
Indnlging ofc in free, nnfettered thought ; 
In wonder wn^t, I wandered on, bnt fonnd no rest 
withal, 
As each new scene was to my ^loy brought. 
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In fancy Bound. 197 

And in the future I could see with an imagming syo 

A cheering prospect, rising pure and bright. 
It seemed my future patli in smooth, nocheqnered ways 

That cares were easy and life's hnrdens light. 

Amid the tranqnils sweet aronnd, and to my own 
design, 
I boilt me castles of a towering height, 
An4 thereto did my pleasures and my rising hopes 

Thought that these bulwarks would resist all might. 

But, lo ! they fell in ruined heaps, and mighty was the 
fall, 

And my bright hopes lay ruined at my feet, 
And the deluding dream of tuicj passed away, aitd all 

The scenes so fair did from me now retreat ; 



Like as the mirage travellers see upon the desert waste, 

In view where cooling waters seem to rise, 
And which the body longs to reach, the parchM tongne 



Alas ! alas ! snoh &&oy is not wiM. 
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Coumtn/ BanMet. 



COUNTET RAMBLES. 

Well do I love to ramble 
Among the golden heatii, 

To roam, and rove, and scramble 
On the Bofb turf beneath. 

"JSb there that health ia ever 
Abo unding to be foond, 

And beauty fiuleth nerer 
In fiill charms to abonnd. 



I pity oft and Borrow 
For the poor city child, 

That ne'er the chance can borrow 
To nimble free and wild ; 

It looks BO pale and feeble, 
It« cheek ia thin and white. 

Its Bicknessea are treble, 
Its joye are never bright. 
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Country BombUi, 

How different is tlie ohildliug 
That roams the open lea ! 

A rosy little irildliiig, 

-^d gay, and blithe, and &ee. 



bvGooglc 



THE OWL. 

ThoD hermit bird of tender sight ! 
Ha ! well then fliest from the lights 
To lie in secret and repose, 
Hid in some crevice no one knows ; 
And, wrapt in slnmber'a lightest sleep, 
Thy ears their vigils over keep, 
Lest some stray wanderer may intmde. 
To mar thy sacred solitude. 
Thy pinions only bear thee ont 
To search for plunder and to soont 
For prey, in soft and noiselesB flight. 
When earth lies in repose, and night 
Has drawn her curtain o'er the sky. 
'Tis then, 'tis then thy tender eye 
Is keen to see, reviewing all 
Which under its quick glanoe may fiJl. 
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jtmrnB Lss. 



A maiden came to Castletown ; 

A tear stood in her eye ; 
Soon on ber cheek it trickled down; 

Sore did Ibe maiden crjr. 

I called her to my Bide, and said, 
" Why, maiden, do yon cry P " 

A while her weeping ^en wu stayed, 
Bnt she made no reply. 

I spoke to her, in kindly tones, 

Of friendship and of love ; 
I asked abont her lov^d ones. 

And where she meant to rore. 

She, witti a voice in sadness lost. 
And choked with many a sigb, 

Said that ber father's form was tow'd 
Beneath the billows high. 
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H«r mother b&d for many yean 
Been silent in the grave ; 

Her brother, too, she told in tean, 
Was killed— a ■oldico' lame. 



And now her bther's Mends Trithheld 

The friendship onoe they gave ; 
And she, ao orphan lone, beheld 
r bnt the grave. 



She thui besonght some menial fimn 

Of dnty to fulfil. 
And gladly would the ohild oonfonu 

To many a bying ill. 

I said, " Dear maiden, come with me ; 

My home shall too be thine, 
And with my daughters ye ahall be 

Anotlier ohild of mine." 



And then ehe wept for yeiy joy ; 

Her tongue would not oonvey 
The wordfl she Bought it to emplc^ 

What thanka she longed to say. 
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And wiUi a trembling step she came, 

And, ere & little while, 
Her joya returned, of old the eaxao, 

And oame her olden amile. 



And ahe hy all was fondly loved ; 

She waa so good and kind, 
And gentle in her way, and proved 

A ohaim of oharms combined. 



Years rolled away, eight happy yeara, 

Sinoe the memorial day ; 
Then in the town gay joy ai^)eai8, 

And merry minBtrcJs play. 

And loudly peal the merry beUs ; 

It is her wedding-day ; 
It is my son who gladly tells 

" I will," T loTe to say. 
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Tha Aim of Life. 



THE AIM OP LIFE. 

Mark veil, and do not pass id heedless haste, 
ITor all yoar time in needless foil; waste ; 
Bnt, if nith yon a Bolemn thought doth dwell, 
Pray lend it here, and think it may be well 
Awhile to eet aside the world's stem care, 
And for a trae, thongh passing, glance prepare 
Upon a theme which is too ofl«n hid 
By pleasure's streams and Tanities which thread 
The onward path which tbroogh the wide world wends. 
Which chequered is, and many a snare attends. 
The theme I speak of is the aim of life. 
Who fails to see, amid the passing strife 
Where man appears, and in a season dies, 
Forgotten soon in monldcring dnst be lies. 
That be has strayed from the good pnrpose far, 
That all his joys are vain, and snch as mar 
Eis hope to an nnmitigated peace. 
The bonds grow stronger, and his lasts increase 
The while bis chances arc for ever lost, 
And he is now before the tempest toss'd. 
A thoughtfol mind in question thna may dwell ; 
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Tke Aim of Ufc. VA 

And wlio is fonnd an answer fit to tell P 

Wlien man was formed, what aim was held ia Tiew 

By the Creator, ever jnst and true, 

Who all things made bat for a purpose wise F 

Behold, his work an ample proof supplies 

What feelings stirred His breastwhen man was made, 

And all creation to him subject laid. 

Discretion lent to shew the ill from good, 

Portrayed in him the Maker's image stood ; 

Xor was it meant that he should time employ 

lo foolish pleasure and hcentions joy. 

Less far that self shonld be his only theme ; 

A fallen state soon had be to redeem. 

Uore thus the purpose, and the Maker's law 

Held it as good, and nan the dnty saw — 

That Ood, the Maker, ahoald true worship have, 

And rerereuce and lore ; and, as to prove 

Obeyance, it was held that he should love 

His neighbour as himself. This from above 

Bestowed, and from conditions free, save one, 

Aud which was sweet and pleasing to be doue 

In the tme spirit of a perfect Lfe, 

Where no fear came, or jealousy, or strife — 

Ko earthly thing should have the honor due 

Unto the Maker ; yet how sadly few 

Can say they have endeavonred to be true ! 
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TM« Prmrote. 



THE PIIIHBOSE. 

Not in a rosy bower, 
Not in a garden gay, 

Nor by a watchman's tower, 
I saw the prinmMe play ; 

Bat 17 a meadow green— 
A meadow sweet and fair, 

In beaTity it waa seen ; 
I saw the primroee then. 

It eported with iho breeM, 
It courted with the eon. 

And tried bo hard to please 
With all its pimy fan. 

It flirted witi) the moon, 
And kissed the early dew ; 

Thtiy left it botii ere noon ; 
These lovers were not trae. 
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The Frvm/rote. 

A little mnrnmring brook 
Came w&nderiiig by tlie way ; 

It oame to h&ve a look, 
And irith the flower to play. 

It gave it drink so sweet, 
And sang a pretty song ; 

The brook seemed to entreat 
To be the lover long. 

A atnrdy old oak tree 
Beot o'er it night aod day. 

Its guardian feigned to be, 
And Bheltw it alway. 

In time some ooortierB took 
Their torn to have a woo. 

I came to take a look, 
And waa a lover too. 

I took the pretty flower, 
And set it in my breast, 

Bejoioing in that hoar, 
Bnt sorrowing left the rest. 
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In MMmUght i^t. 



IN MOONUGHT MET. 

To L. A, A. 

Lest gossip nukes, be mote, breathe not a word 
Of how, or where, or when, save that we met; 
To chance, or Inck, or fortune bid the fanlt. 
Till ye can tell how else our friendship came. 
Improved occasions are not oflen med, 
Except discretion fails in self-command. 

As brief a while as may a friendship lire 

No one can tell, so soon it dies, or how, 

Now as it came, and as a seed expands, 

In nnrtore soon springs np ; so sprang, matured 

Each time the more a favor in regard. 

As first of chance, ongonght till then, bnt now 
Let favor choose if she may hold the power 
Drawn from the font of pleasare to snpply 
Enticmg sweets, which, though yoa took, rebelled. 
Reigned o'er the scene the ailveiy moon, whioh smiled, 
Together with the stare, in silent joy. 
Of that she deemed no harm, was sweetly pleased ! 
Neptone breathed silence and sapplied the ohanoe. 
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A ITayHiard Ofnld. 



A WATWABD CHIU). 



Knew she not whence fair Kincy rose, 
Audacioos fnn in vagrant throws, 
Tamed random, loose, on purpose set, 
Elate to cope with those it met. 

Ifow aptly sprang new forms aroand, 
Ab each advanced the moat profound. 
She held to all a winning smile ; 
How many took her hoedinl wile. 
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Lost love, I answer, smoe yon make me taU 
Of every maiden who from prodetioe fell 
Unto the rambling tide, flirtation sweU. 
I mete my mind, though ye ragard in Boom ; 
She gives her heart, in many fragments torn, 
A piece to each who have hw flirtingB borne. 

Who Bpreada her oharmsto every wind that beats. 
Or loves a bit with every man she meets. 
Of Donstant love can never be poBsesaed. 
Ihiped is the man who, for a mating neat, 
Sets choioe on her ; his li£a shall lack of rest. 
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The LittU Sogua. 



THB UTTLE BOGTJE. 



. Ha 1 the little rogue, I caught her 
As ihe stole my heart away ; 
Bonnd and round she had entwined b 
Reeling in her grasp it lay. 
Xn my foncy could I think her 
E'er BO wicked as to play 
Torhue on a belplees prey P 

Bat how happy was the sorrow 
As a oapMve there to be, 
Besting erer on the morrow 
To advaQoe new joys to me ! 
IxHit ftiniii the vast abounding, 
Each endeavouT found me more 
Tangled in the great snirounding, 
Turned obeying to adore. 
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ENAUOFBED. 

By ber eweet and silreiy langhter. 
And the dimples on her rose cheek, 
Bogaisb Ungnish in her blaolc ejo, 
Telling tales of love and r 
Oh how lovely to behold her ! 
Never beanty sveeter, foirer. 



bvGooglc 



A Pntmce Sweet. 



A PRESENCE SWEET. 

A soothing balm, a cheering raj 

Thy presence is to me. 
Though rising clonda may for a day 

A darkening shadow be. 

Tet I will hope the flame of lore 
A beacon bright will shine, 

And oast the hazy clonda away. 
And prove thee tmly mine. 

Oh ! quickly fly the happy honrs 
Thy presence doth beguile, 

As on thy cheek I sit and see 
The rosy dimples smile. 

And hear the silrery sonnds which rise 

Like mnaio &om titj lips, 
To dance npon the balmy air. 

Which every listener sips. 
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rAITELESS. 

Oh call me not a faitblesB friBiid ! 

Thecharge I cannot bear, 
When spoken by ancb lipa as thine, 

By one bo iweetly fair. 

Pray yield me bnt the chance to tell. 

The time to gire to thee 
A reaaon, and it will digpel 

The donbte ye now can see. 

Bleat is the man whoee onward cxtnrae 

Ib &ee &am every ill, 
Who also dofih impartiaUy 

Love's golden censer fiD. 
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I>Mm^. 



DeceittVil, yet so yoong ; 

Deceitful, yet bo &ir ; 
Wh6, gazmg on those cbarms, 

Would think deceit was there F 

Oh th&t I now moat learn 

Of beauty to beware ! 
For tixKt it is a templaiig bait 

TTpon a hidden snare. 
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